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OU will be furprifed, at this 

diftance of time, and in this public manner, 
to receive an anfwer to a very polite Letter, 
which you addrefled to me in the courfe 
pf the laft Summer at Yarmouth. In a 
ftrain of ^^ivacity, which always belongs to 
you, you invite me to write again for the 
Stage. You tell me, that having gone 
through the Comedies of the way to 

KEEP HIM, ALL IN THE WRONG, and THREE 
WEEKS AFTER MARRIAGE, yOU nOW Want 

more from the fame hand. I am not 
bound, you fay, by my refolution, fignified 
in a Prologue about ten years ago, to take 
my leave of the Dramatic Mufe. At the 
perjuries of Poets, as well as Lovers, Jove 
laughs; and the Public, you think, will 
be ready to give me a general releafe from 
the promife. All this is very flattering. 
If the following Scenes, at the end of 

Five 



VI PEDICATION. 

Five and Twenty years, ftill continue to 
be a part of the public amufement, I know 
to what caufe I am to afcribe it. Thofe 
Graces of A6lion, with which you adorn 
whatever you undertake, have given to 
the Piece a degree of brilHancy, and even 
novelty, as often as you have repeated it. 
I am not unmindful of the Performers who 
firfl obtained for the Author the favour 
of the Town : a Garrick, a Yates, a 
CtBBER, united their abilities; and whd 
can forget Mrs. Clive? They have all 
pafled away, and the Comedy might have 
pafTed with them, if you had not fo fre- 
quently placed it in a confpicuous light. 

The truth is, without fuch talents as 
yours, all that the Poet writes is a dead 
letter. He defigns for reprefentation, but 
it is the Performer that gives to the 
draught, however juftly traced, a form, 
a fpirit, a countenance, and a mind. All 
this you have done for the Widow Bell- 
mour; and that excellence in your art, 
which you are known to pofTefs, can, no 

doubt, 
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doubt, lend the fame animation to any 
new Ghara6ler. But alas ! I have none 
to offer. That I'inder in tJje Poefs mindj 
which, as Do6lor Young fays, takes fire from 
every fparkj I have not found, even though 
you have endeavoured to kindle the flame. 
Could I write, as you can a6l, I fhould be 
proud to obey your commands : but after 
a long difufe, how fhall I recover the train 
of thinking neceffqry for plot, humour, 
incident, and chara6ler ? 

In the place, of novelty, permit me to 
requeft that the Way to Keep Him may be 
infcribed to you. You are entitled to it. 
Madam ; for your talents have made the 
Play your own. A Dedication, I grant, at 
this period of time, comes rather late ; but 
being called upon for a new edition, I have 
retouched the Dialogue, and perhaps fo 
reformed the whole, that, in it's prefent 
ftate, it may be deemed lefs unworthy of 
your acceptance. It is, therefore, my wi(h, 
that this Addrefs may in future attend 
the Comedy, to remaiji (as long as fuch a 
4 thing 



*•• 



VIU DEDICATION^ 

thing can remain) a tribute due to the 
Genius of Mrs, Abijjgton, and a mark 
of that efteem> with which I fubfcribc 
myfelf> 

Madam^ 

Your real Admirer, 



And moft obedient Servant, 

Lincoln VInit, ,_ . 

asthNov. X i%C ARTHUR MURPHY. 
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WAY TO KEEP HIM; 



COMEDY, 



Performed at the 



THEATRE ROYAL 



I N 



DRURY-LANE. 



-Ut ameris, amabilis efto : 



Quod tibi non facics, folvave forma dabit, 

Ovid. 

Nam faclt ipfa fuis interdum faemina fadtis, 
Morigcrifque modis, et mundo corpore cultu, 
Ut facile infuefcat fecum vir degere vitam. 
Vol. III. A Lucret. Lib. 4 
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PROLOGUE. 

Spoken by Mr. Holland. 

fJ/^HENfirft the haughty critic's dreadfull rage, 

Pt'^'ith Gothic fury J over -ran the ft age y 
^hen Prologues rofej and ft rove with varied art 
91? gain thejoft accejjes to the heart. 
Tbr^* all the tuneful tribe th' infection flew. 
And each Great Genius — his petition drew-, 
Jn forma pauperis addrefs'd the pit. 
With all the gay antithefis of wit. 
^heirf acred art poor poets own'd a crime \ 
*They ftgh'd in limile ; they bow* d in rhyme, 
por charity they all were forced to beg -, 
And evry Prologue was " a wooden leg." 

I^ext thefe a hardy, manly race appeared. 
Who knew no dullnefs, and no critics fear' d. 
From Nature'' s ft ore each curious tint they drew, 
'Then boldly held the piece to public view: 
** Lo! here, exaEl proportion} juft deftgn I 
^^ The bold relief! and the unerring line ! 
*^ Mark in f oft union how the colour sftrike! 
*« This, Sirs, you zvill, or this you ought to like.** 
They bid defiance to the foes of wit, 
*/ Scatter d like ratfbane up and down the pit** 

Such prologues were ofyote \ — our bard to-night 
Difdains afalfe compaffion to excite: 
Non too fecure your judgment would oppofe-y 
He packs no jury. And he dreads no foes. 
To govern here no party can expeSf -, 
An audience will preferve its own refpeSt^ 

To catch the foibles, that mif guide the fair. 
From trifies fpring, and end in lafting care. 
Our author aims \ nor this alone he fries y ^ 

But as freftd objeSis, and new mamiers rife, > 

He bids bis canvafs glow with various dyes -, ^ 

A 2 Where 
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4 PROLOGUE, 

Where Jmje and folly mix in dubious ftrife^ 
Alternate rife^ andjiruggle into life. 
Judge if with art the mimic Jirokes be blend i 
If amicably light and fhade contend \ 
i'he mental features if he trace withfkill\ 
See the piece firjiy then daa^n // ifyoU wilL 



Dramatis Perfonse, 



M E N. 

lovemore, 

Sir Bashfull Constant, 
SfR Brilliant Fashion, 
William, Serv. to Lovemore, 
Sideboard, Serv. to Sir Bash. 
PoMPEY, a Black Boy, &c. 



Mr. Garrktk, 
Mr. Yates, 
Mr. Palmer; 
Mr. King. 

Mr. ACKMA!^ 



WOMEN. 



The Widow Bellmour, 

Mrs. LoVEMORE, 

Lady Constant, 



Mrs. ClBBER. 

Mrs. Yates. 
Mrs. Davies. 



Muslin, Maid to Mrs. Love- . j^ ^^^^^ .. 

MORE, J 



ADSHAW. 



MiGNioN^T, Maid to the W I- 1 j^-r g 

Dqw. 
.Furnish, Maid to Lady Con- , p^j^-^ Hippisley. 

STANTj, J 



THE 

s 

WAY TO KEEP HIM. 

ACT the FIRST. 

Scene, an Apartment in Lovemore^s House: 

William and SiDEB6ARb, tUf covered at a Game of 

Cards. 

William. 

A PLAGUE go with it ! I have turned out my 
game : I« forty feven good ? 

Sideboard* 
Equal. 

William. 
Confound the Cafds ! tierce to a queen ? 

Sideboard. 
Equal. 

William. 

There again! ruined,, ftock and block: nothing 
cian fave me. I don't believe there is a footman in 
England plays with worfe luck than myfelf. Four 



aces are fourteen, 



A 3 Side- 
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Sideboard. 

That's hard, cruel by Jupiter! Aces againft mc 
every time. 

WXLLIAM^ 

Four aces are fourteen : fifteen. (Plays) 

Sideboard^ 
There's your equality. 

William^ 

- Very well : I turned out my point.« Sixteen^ 
(Plays) feventeen. (Piays.) 

Enter Muslin. 

MuSLINv 

There's a couple of you> indeed ! Yqu are fo fbtKf 
of the vices of your betters, that you are fcarce out 
of your beds, but you muft imitate them and their 
profligate ways.. Set you up forfooth ! 

WILLIA^f. 

Prithee, be quiet, wom^n^ do. Eighteen. (Plays} 

Muslin. 

Upon my word !— With your ufual eafe Mr. 
Coxcomb.. 

William. 

Manners, Mrs. Muflin: you fee Mr. Sideboard 
here > he is juft come on a meflage from Sir BafnfuU 

Conilaat* 



L: 
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Coiiftanti Have fome rfefpeft (ot a ftranger. Nine- 
teen, clubsi "(Plays.) 

^ m 

I 

V 

Muslin. 

It would become Mr. Sideboard to go back with 
his anfwer, and it would become ydtl to fend my 
Lady word 

William. ^ 

Command yoilr tongue, Mrs. Muflitl : yoii^Il put 
me out. What fhall I play ?-^tie will go back with 
his anlwfer ih good time. Let his mafter wait till ik 
fuits our con veniency. Nineteen^ clubs t where fhall 
I go now ? 

MUSLIN; 

Have dohe with ybur folly, Mn tnipertiilfent. M^ 
Lady defires to know 

William. 

t tell yoit, wdrriarii my mafter and Idefire to have 
nothing to do with yoU and your Lady; Twenty^ 
diamonds, (Plays) 

MdSlm. 

Biit I tell you, Mr. Brazen, that rtiy Lady defires 
to know at what houjr your mafter came home laft 
night, and how he does this morning ? 

WiLLIAM; 

Ridiculous ! Don't difturb us with that nonfenfe 
now : you fee I am not at leifure. I and my mafter 
are refolved to be teazed no more by you j and fo 
Mrs. Go-between, you may return as you came, 

A 4 What 
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What the devil Ihall I play ? We will have nothirtg 
to do with you, I tell you. 

Muslin. 

Yod'U have nothing to do with us ! But you fhall 
have to do with us, or Til know the reaipn why. 
{She f Hatches the cards from himy and throws them about.) 

William. 

Death and fury! this meddling woman has de- 
ftroyed my whole game. A man might as well be 
married, as be treated in this faihion. 

Sideboard. ^ 

I fhall fcore you for this, Mr. William : I was furc 
of the cards, and that would have made me up. 

William. 

No you'll fcore nothing for this. You win too 
much of me. I am a very pretty annuity to you. 

Sideboard. , 

Annuity fay you ? I lofe a fortune to you in the 
courfe of the year. How could you, Mrs. Muflin, 
behave in this fort to perfons of our dignity ? 

Muslin. 

Decamp with your dignity j take your anfwef to 
your mafter ; turn upon your rogues heel, and rid the 
houfe. 

SlDEBOARI). 

. I fhan^t difpute with you. I hate wrangling r I 
leave that to -lawyers and married people ; they hatve 
nothing elfe to do. Mr. William, I lliall let Sir 

Ba(hfull 



A COMEDY. 9 

Bafhfull know that Mr. Lovemore will be at home 
for him. When you come to our houfe. Til give you 
your revenge. We can have a fnug party there, and 
I promife you a glafs of choice Champaigne : it hap- 
pens to be a good batch ; Sir Bafhfull gets none of 
it : I keep it for my own friends. Au revoir. 

' [Exif. 

William. (/^Muslin.) 
You fee what mifchief you have made. 

Muslin. 

Truce with your foolery, and now. Sir, be fo 
obliging as to fend my Lady an anfwer to her quef- 
tions? How and when your rakehelly mailer came 
home laft night ? 

William. 

I'll tell you one thing, Mrs. Muflin ; you and my 
matter will be the death of me at laft. In the name 
of charity, what do you both take nrie for ? What- 
ever appearances may be, I am but of mortd mould; 
nothing liipernatural about me. 

Muslin* 
Upon my word, Mr. Powder -Puff! 

William. 

I have not, indeed ; and flefh and blood, let me tell 
you, can't hold it always at this rate. I can'c be for 
ever a flave to Mr. Lovemore's eternal frolicks, and 
to your fecond- hand airs. 

MusLiN. 
Second-hand airs ! 

WlL^ 
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William. 

Yes, fccond-hand airs ! you take them at your 
I^ies toilets With theit caft gowns, and fo you de- 
scend to us with them.*— And then on the other hand^ 
there's my mafter !-^Becaufe he chufes to live upon 
the principal of his healthy and fo run out his whole 
ftock as faft as he can, he muft have my company 
with him in his devil's dance to the other world! 
, Never at hoifie till three, four, five^ fix in the morn- 
ing- 

MUSLINT. 

Ay, a yile ungrateful man ! always ranging stbro'ady 
jtnd no regard for a wife that doats upon him. And 
your love for me is all of a piece- 1 have no patience 
with you both; a Couple of flilfe, perfidioUSi aban- 
doned profligates I 

William. 

Ktey ! v;rhere is your tongue running ? My itiaftet*^ 
as the world goes, is a good fort of a civil kind of a 
hufband -, and I, heaven help me ! a poor fimpletoni 
of a conftant, Amorous puppy, who bear with all thd 
ivhims of my little tyrant here. Come and kifs me^ 
you jadei come and kifs me. 

Muslin^ 

Paws off Casfar., Don't think to make me your 
dupe. I know when you go with him to this new 
lady, this Bath-acquaintance ; and I know you are as- 
falle as my mafter, and give all my dues to your Mrs. 
Mignionet there. 

William.' 

Hulh ! not a word of that. I am ruined, jpttSkdf 

and 
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aJid fent on board a Tender direfkly, if you blab that 
I trufted you with that fecret. — ^— But to charge me 
with falfehood ! — injuftice and ingratitude.— My 
matter, to be fure, does drink an agreeable difh of 
tea with the widow. He has been there every even- 
ing this month paft. How lofig things are to be in 
this train, heaven only knows. But he does vifit 
there, and I attend him* I alk my matter. Sir, fays 
I^ wl>at time will you pleafe to want me ? He fixes 
the hour, and I ftrutby Mrs. Mignionet, without fa 
fnuch as tipping her a (ingle glance. She ftands 
watering at the mouth, and a pretty fellow that, fays 
Ihe : Ay, gazje on, fay I, gaze on : I know what yoil 
would be at : You would be glad to have me : But 
four grapes, my dear ; and fo home I come, to che - 
rifti my own lovely little wanten : you know I doy 
and after toying with thee, I fly back to my mattery 
later indeed than he appoints, but always too {aoit 
for him. He is loth to part : he lingers and dangles, 
and I ftand cooling my heels. Oh! to the devil J 
pitch fuch 3 life. 

Mu'SLIN. 

Wky don't you ftrive to reclaim the vile man ? 

William. 

Softly; not fo faft. I have my talent, to be 
fure; yes, I mutt acknowledge fome talent. But 
can you fuppofe that I have power to turn the drift 
of his inclinations ? Can I give him a new tafte^ 
and lead him as I pleafe ? And" to whom ? To his 
wife? Ridiculous! A wife has no attraftion 
now; the fpring of the paflions flies back; it won'c 
do* 

^ Muslin^ 
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Muslin. 

Fine talking ! and you admire yourfelf for it, don*C 
you ? Can you proceed, Sir ? 

William. 

I tell you a wife is out of date : the time was, but 
that's all over; a wife is a drug now; mere tar-wa- 
ter, with every virtue under heaven, but nobody takes 
It. 

Muslin. . 

Have done, of I'll print thefe ten nails upon your 
rogue's face. 

William* 
Come and kifs me, I fay. 

MuSLIl^. 

>• 
A fiddleftick for your kifles, while you encourage 
your mafter to open rebellion againft the beft of 
wives. 

William. 

I tell you it's all her own fault. Why does lioC 
fhe ftudy to pleafe him as you do me ? Come, and 
throw you arms about my neck* 

MuSLtN. 

As I ufed to do, Mr. Impudence ? 

William. 

Then I nruft force you to you own good, fkifes 
her) Pregnant with delight ! egad, if my mafter was 
not in the next room (bell rings.) 

Mus- 
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U 



Muslin, 
Huih ! my Lady's bell ; how long as he been up ? 

Wll-LIAM, 

He has been up — {ktjfes her) 'Sdeath ! you have 
iet me all on fire, (kijes her,) 

Muslin. 

There, there ; have done now ; the bell rings 
figain. What muft I fay ? When did he come home ? 

William. 

He camre home {kijfes her) he came home at 

five this morning ; damned himfelf for a blockhead 
Qkijfes) Went to bed iri'a furly humour; was tired 
of himfelf and every body elfe. (Ml rings, ha kijjes 
her.) And he is now in tip -top fpirits with Sir Bril- 
liant Falhion in that room yonder. 

Muslin. 

Sir Brilliant Fafhioa? I wilh my Lady would 
mind what he fays to her-^you great bear ! you have 
given me fiich a flufh in my face! {takes a pocket 
looking glajs) I look pretty well, I think. There 
{kijjfes hira) have done, and let me begone. 

\Emt. 

William. 

There goes high and low life contraded in one 
perfon. bhe has not dived to the bottom of my maf- 
ter's fecrets ; that's one good thing. What (he knows, 
fhe'U blab. We fhall hear of this widow from 
Bath : but the plot lies deepei* than they are aware 

of 
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of. Enquire they will; and let 'em, fay I; -their 
anfwer will do 'em no good. " Mr. Lovcmore vifit 
<* the widow Bellmour !" We know *^ no fueh per- 
•' fon." That's what they^Il get for their pains. 
Their puzzle will be greater than ever, and they may 
fitdown to chew the cud of difappointed malice. 
Hufh ! my matter and Sir Brilliant: Til take care of 
a fmgle rogue, and get me out of their way. 

Enter Lovbmore and Sir Brilliant. 

LoVEMORE. 

' My dear Sir Brilliant, I muft both pity and laugh 
at you. Thou art metamorphofed into the molt 
whimfical being I 

Sir Brilliant. 

If your raillery diverts you, go on with it. This 
is always the cafe : apply for fobcr advic^j anii your 
friend plays you off with a joke. 

LoVEMORE. 

Sober advice ! very far gone indeed. There is no 
fuch thing as talking foberly to the tribe of lovers. 
That eternal abfence of mind that pofefles you all ! 
There is no fociety with you. I was damnable com- 
pany myfclf, when I was one of the pining herd: 
but a^dofe of matrimony has cooled me pretty hand- 
fomely ; and here comes repetcUur kaufius. 

Enter Muslin. 

Muslin. 

My Lady fends her compliments, and begs to * 
know how you do this morning. 

Love- 
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LovEMORE.' (ajide to Sir Brii^liant.) 

The novelty of the compliment is enlivening — It 
is the devil to be f eaz^d in this manner.-r-What did 
you fay, child ? 

* Muslin. 

My Lady hopes you find yourfelf well this morn- 
ing. 

LoVEMORE, 

Ay, your Lady :-r-givp her my compliments, and 
tell herr— tell her I hope Ihe is well, and — (yawns.) 

Muslin. 

She begs you won't think of going out without fee- 
ing her. , ^ 

LOVPMORB. 

To be fure, Ihe has fuch variety eyery time one fees 
her — my head aches woefully — tell your lady — I fhalj 
be glad to fee her ; 111 wait on 'her — (yawns) tell her 
what you will. 

MusijiN. 

A brute U-l (hall let my lady know. Sin 

[ExU. 

LoVEMORE. 

My dear Sir Brilliant, you fee me an example be- 
fore your eyes. Put the widow Bellmour out of your 
head, and }et niy Lord Ethcridge be the viftim for 

you, 

Si^ 
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Sir Brilliant. 

Pofitively no; my pride is picqued. My Lord 
Etheridge fhail find me a more formidable rival than 
he imagines. By the way, how long has the noble 
Peer been in England ? 

LOVEMORE. 

His motions are unknown to me. — {afide) I don't 
like that queftion. — His Lordfhip is in France, i$ 
not he ? . 

Sir Brilliant. 

No ; he is certainly returned. The match is tQ 
be concluded privately, — He vifits her incog. « 

lyOVEMo RE. (fordytg a iaugb.) 

Oh ! no ; that can't be ; my Lord Etheridge 
loves parade. I cannot help laughing. The jea- 
loufy of you lovers is for ever conjuring up phan- 
toms to torment yourfelves. My dear Sir Brilliant, 
wait for realities ; there are enough in life, and you 
may teach your fancy to be at reft, and give you no 
further trouble. 

Sir Brilliant. 

Nay, don't let your fancy run away with you, 
What 1 tell you, is the real truth. 

Lovemore. 

Well, if it be true, and if Lord Etheridge is come 
to England to marry, do you go to France not to 
marry, and you will have the beft of the bargain. 

EnUr 
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Enier W1LLIAM4 

William. 

Sir-feaflifull Conftant is in his chariot at the upper 
tnd of the ftreet, and if your Honour is at leifure, he 
Will wait upon you. 

; LoVEMORE, 

Havve' not 1 fent him word I Ihould be at home ? 
Let him come as foon as he wilL [Exil William] 
Another inftance. Sir Brilliant, to deter you from all 
thqughts of matrimony. 

:; . Sir Brilliant. 

Vo \ hang him i he his ho precedent for me* A 
younger brother, who lived in middling life, comes 
to a title and an eftate on the death of a confumptive 
• ; Baronet ; marries a' womah of quality, and now car- 
ries the primitive ideas of his narrow education into 
high life. Don't you remember when he had cham- 
bers in Fig tree court, and ufed to faunter and lounge 
away his time in Temple Coffee houfes ? The fellow 
is ai dull as a bill in chancery. 

Lovemore. 
But he is improved fince that time. 

: Sir Brilliant. 

Impoilible; don*t you fee how he goes on ? He 
knows nothing of the world ; if his eyes meet yours, 
he blufhes up to his ears, and looks fulpicious, as if 
he imagined you have a defign upon him. 

Vol. Ill B Love- 
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LOVEMORE. 

I can explain that part of his charafter. He has 
a mortal averfion to wit and raillery, and dreads no- 
thing fo much as being laughed at for being particu- 
lar. 

Sir Brilliant. 

And fo, fearing to be ridiculous, he becomes fub- 
ftantially fo every moment. 

LoVEMORE. 

Even fo, and if you look at him, he (hrinks back 
from your obfervation, calling a fly, flow, jealous 
eye all round him, like Mifs Bumpkin in a country 
village, aukwardly endeavouring to conceal what 
the increafe of her fliape difcovers to the whole pa- 
rifli. 

Sir Brilliant. 
And then his behaviour to his lady! 

LOVEMORE. 

Why, as to that point, I don't think he hates hen 
His fear of ridicule may be at the bottom. He has 
ftrange notions about the dignity of *a huft)and. 
There is a fecret, which he would fain tell me, and 
yet he is fliy, and he hints, and he hefitates^ and then 
he retreats back into himfelf, and ends juft where he 
began. But with all his faults, he has fits of good 
nature. There y — his chariot's at the door. 

Sir Brilliant. 

Lady Conflant, you mean, has fits of good nature. 
Have you made any progrefs there ? 

Love- 
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LOVEMORE. 

That's well from you, who are the formidable 
tnan in that quarter. 

Sir fiaiLLiANT. 

Oh ! no j pbfitively, no pretence, h6 colour for 
iti 

LoVEMORE. 

Don't I know that you have made advances ? 

Sir Brilliant. 
Advances ! I pity my Lady Conftant, and— ^ 

LdVEMORE. 

Well, that's generbus^-^hufli ! I hear hirh conling. 
Sir Brilliant, I admite your amorous charity of all 
things. 

EnUr Sir Bashfull Constant* 

Sir Bashfull. 

Mr. LdvemorCi I have taken the liberty — but: ydU 
feem to be bufy, and I intrude perhaps. 

LoVEMORE. 

Oh, by no means : walk in Sir BafhfulL 

' Sir Bashfull. 

Sir Brilliant, I am glad to fee you, (^Bozvs auk- 
v^ardly.) 

ft 

B a Sir 
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Sir Brilliant. 

You do me honour^ Sir. I hope you left my 
Lady well. 

Sir Bashfull. 
I can't fay. Sir ; I am not her phyfician. 

Sir Brilliant, {aftde) 

An abfurd bfute ! — Lpvemore, TU juft ftep and 
pay afhort vifit to our friend over the way. 

LOVEMORE. 

Why in fuch a hurry ? 

Sir Brillant. 

I fhall return immediately. I'll be wijk yjau be- 
fore you are dreffed. Sir BalhfuU, I kifs your hand. 

\Exit. 

Sir* Bashfull. 

I am glad he is gone. I have fomething, Mr. 
Lovemore, that I want to advife with you about. 

Lovemore. 
Havq you ! 

4 

Sir Bashfull. 
I have had another brufh with my wife. 

Lovemore, 

r am fory for it. Sir BalhfuU.—^ — {aftde) I am 
perfeftly glad of it. 

Sir 
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Sir Bashfull. 

Pretty warm the quarrel was. She took it in a 
high tone. Sir BaftifuU, fays flie, I wonder you 
will difgrace yourfelf*at this rate. You know my 
pin money is not fufEcient. The Mercer and every 
body duning me ! I can't go on after this fafhion, 
fays fhe, and then fomething about her quality.—— 
You know, Mr. Lovemore, (/failing) Ihe is a wo- 
man of high quality, 

LOVEMORE. 

Yes, and a very fine woman. 

' Sir Bashfull. 

No, no, no; not much of that — and yet — (looks 
at bim and/miles) Do you think her a fine woman ? 

LoVEMORE. 

tJridoubtedly ; where do you fee any body that 
oijtfhines her? 

I 

Sir Bashfull. 

Why to be fure — (fmiling) one does not often 
fee her eclipfed. I think Ihe is what you may call a 
fine woman. " She keeps good company. 

Lovemore. 
The very beft. 

I 

Sir Bashfull, 

Yes, yes ; your tiptop, none elfe. And yet to 
encourage her too far were dangerous. Too comj^ly-- 

• B 3 i^^g 
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ing a hufband makes but a forry figure in the eyes of 
the world. 

LOVEMORE. 

The world will talk. Sir Bafhfull. 

» 

Sir Bashfull. 

Too faft, Mr. Lovemore. Their tongues will run 
OH) and one does not like to give them a fubjeft. I 
aniwered her ftoutly : Madam> fays I, a fig for your 
quality : I am matter in my own houfe, and who dp 
you think — {winks at Lovemore) putting myfelf in 
a paflion, you know-^-Who do you think is to pay 
for your Cats and yoyr DogSj and your Monkeys, 
and your Squirrels, and your gaming debts ? 

Lovemore. 
How could you ? That was Iharply faid, 

Sir Bashfull. 

Yes 5 I gave it her. Buf for all that 1 am main 
good natured at the bottom. 

Lovemore. 
you was not in earneft then ^ 

Sir Bashfull^ 

No, no ; that's the point : a man muft keep up 
his own dignity. I'll tell ypu what I did. 

Lovemore. 
Well i— you did what's proper I dare fay. 

Siic. 
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Sir Bashfull. 
I hope you'll think fo — Don't laugh at me. 



Come, 1 will tell you. I went to her Mercer (lily 
and paid him the money. (Jmiling) 

LOVEMORE. 

Did you ? 

Sir Bashfull. {^Looking alarmed) 
Was not it right ? 



Lovemore* 



It was elegant. 



Sir Bashfull. 

I am glad you approve. I took care to faye ap- 
pearances. One would not have the world know lu 

LOVEMORE 

By no means. 

Sir Bashfull. 
It would make them think me too uxorious. 

LoVEMORE. 

So it would — {iifide) I muft encourage that no- 
tion. While you live, guard againft being too ux- 
orious. Though our wives dcferve ^^ ourfondnefs," 
the world will laugh at us \ — and hark ye, if our wives 
don't deferve it, they'll laugh at us the more. 

Sir Bashfull. 

I know it. And fo fays I, Mr. Luteftring, there's 
your money, but tell no body that I paid it llily. 

B 4 Love- 
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LoVENfORE. 

Why, that's doing a genteel thing by ftrategem**-^ 
Admirably contrived! 

Sir Bashfull. 

I think it was. But I have a deeper fecret for 
you. 

I^VEMORE, 

. Have you ? 

Sir BASHFLaL, 
' I have.— May I truft you ? 

Love MORE. 
Now there you hurt nie. I feel that. Sir BaflifuU, 

Sir Bashfull. 

I beg your pardon. I know you are my friend, 
I have great confidence in you. You muft know—-, 
look ye, Mr. Lovemore you muft know. — ^ — ^ 

Enter Muslin. 

Muslin. 

My lady defires to knov/ if you chufe a dilh of tea 
this morning, 

Lovemore. 

Po ! ridiculous ! — tell your miftrefs -^- go about 
your bufinefs, ("Tunis her out) 



Sm 




Sir Bashfvi.1, 

I fee how it is. - He does not care a cheny-ftone 
for his wife. 

LOVEMORE. 

Such impertinence 1 Well, Sir BafhfulU 

Sir BashfuitL. 
He does not value her a pinch of fnuff. (afide) 

LOVEMORS. 

Well, I am all attention. 

Sir Bashfull. 

It does not fignify. A foolilh affair ; I won't trou- 
ble yoli. 

LOVEMORE. 

Nay, that's unkind. It will be no trouble. 

Sir Bashfull. 

Well, v/ell, I — I — Do you think Muflin did not 
overhear us ? 

LoVEMORE. 

Not a fyllable. Come, we are fafe. 

Sir Bashfull. 

I don't know but— let me afk you a queftion, firft. 
• — —Have you any regard for your lady ? 

LoVEMORE. 

The higheft value for her. But then you know 

appearances—— 

Sir 
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Sir BASHFUbL. 

Right ! — I repofe it with you. — You mull know, 
Mr. Lovemore, as I told you, I am at the bottom 
very good natured, and though it may be thought 
we are interrupted again. 

Enter Sir Brilliant. 

Sir Brilliant. 
Lovemore, I have paid my vifit. 

Lovemore. 

Plhaw ! — this is unlucky You are as good as. 

your word, Sir Brilliant. 

Sir Brilliant. 
Perhaps you have bufinefs ? 

Sir Bashfull.. 

No, no bufinefs — (turns to Lovemore. J there'i 

no proceeding now 1 was going. Sir Brilliant. 

Mr. Lovemore, I wifh you a good day. 

/ 

Lovemore. 
Po ! prithee, you fiian't leave me yet. 

Sir Bashfull. 

I mufti I can't ftay. (aftde to Lovemore) An- 
other time. Suppofe you call at my houfe at one 
o'clock. 

Lovemore. 
With all my heart. 

Sir 
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Sir Bashfull. 

Do foi nobody fliall interrupt us. Mr. Love- 
more, I take my leave. Sir Brilliant, I kifs your 
hand. You won't forget, Mr. Lovcmore. 

LOVEMORE. 

Oh ! no J depend upon me. 

Sir Bashfull. 
A good morning. H^e is the only friend I have. 

Love MORE. 

Ha ! ha ! you broke in in the moft critical moment* 
He was juft going to be delivered of his fecret. 

Sir Brilliant. 
I beg your pardon. How could you let me ? 

LoVEMORE. 

Nay, no matter. I Ihall worm it out of him. 

Enter Muslin. 

Muslin. 
My Lady, Sir, is quite impatient. 

LoVEMORE. 

Po ! for ever teazing! I'll wait upon her pre- 
fently. [Exit Muslin. 

Sir 
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Sifk Brilliant. 

' ril ftep and chat with her while you drcfs. ^f ay 
I take the liberty ? 

LOVEMORE. 

You know you may : ho ceremony. How could 
you afk me fuch a queflion ?- ^Apropos, Sir Bril- 
liant; 1 want a word with you. Step with me into 
the ftudy for a monlent. 

Sir Brilliant. 
I attend you. 

LoVEMORE. 

Poor Sir Baflifull !- ha! ha! a ridi^lildus> 

unaccountable What does he mean ? 

[ExeunS. 

4 

Scene another Apartment. 
Mrs. 'LoYEUQ^z at her 'Tea-Table. 

Mrs. LoVEMORE. 

This trafli of tea ! I don't know why I drink fa 
much of it. Heigho 1 — what keeps Muflin ? Surely 
never was an unhappy woman treated with fuch cruel 
indifference; nay, with fuch open, fuch undifguifed 
infolence of gallantry. 

Enter Musmn. 

Mrs. LoVEMORE. 

Well, Mufiin ? have you fecn his Prime Minifter? 

Mu s- • 
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Muslin. 

Yes, Ma^am, I have feen Mr. William* He fays 
his matter is going out, according to the old trade, 
and he does not expeft to fee him again till to-mor- 
row morning. Mr. Lovemore is now in the fludy. 
Sir Brilliant Fafhion is with him : I heard them, as I 
pafled by the door, laughing as loud as two adtors ia 
a comedy. 

Mrs. Lovemore. 

About fome precious mifchief. Til be fworn, and 
all at my coft, Heigho ! 

Muslin. 

-Dear Ma'am, why chagrine yourfelf about a vile 
man, that is not worth-— — no, as I hope for mercy, 
not worth a iingle figh ? 

Mrs. •LOVEMORF. 

What can I do, Muflin ? 

Muslin. 

Do, Ma'am -If I was as you, Td do for him.. 
If I could not cure my grief, Fd find fome comfort, 
that's what I would. . 

Mrs. Lovemore. 
Comfort ? Alas y there is none for me. 

Muslin. 

And whofe fault then ? — Would any body but 

you it provokes me to think of it Would any 

but you, youngj handforrje, with wit, graces, 

talents, would any body,, with fo many accomplifh- 

ments. 
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ments, fit at home here, as melancholy as a poor fcr- 

vant out of place ? •And all for ^hat ? For a huf- 

band ? And fuch a hufb^nd ! What do you think iht 
world will fay of you. Ma'am ? 

Mrs. LOVEMORE; 

I care not what they fay. I am tired of the world, 
and the world may be tired of me, if it will. My 
troubles are to myfelf only, and I muft endeavour to 
bear them. Who knows what patience may do ? If' 
Mr. Lovemore has any feeling left, my conduft and 
his own heart may one day incline him to do nie juf- 
ticc. 

Muslin. 

But, de^r Ma'am> that's waiting for dead men's 
flioes. Incline him to do you juftiee !— ^What figni- 
fies expefting and expefting ? Give me a bird in the. 
hand. If all the women in London, who happen to 
be in your cafe, were to fit down, and die of the 
fpleen, what would become of the public places? 
They inight turn Vauxhall to a hop-garden ;* make a 
brewhoufe of Ranelagh, and let both the Playhoufes 
to a methodift-preacher. We fliould not have the 
racketting we h^ve now. John, lef the horfes be 
put to — ^John, go to my Lady J rump-abouts, and 
invite her to a fmall party of twenty or thirty card 

tables. John, run to my Lady Catgut, and let 

her know I'll wait upon herLadyfliip to the Opera — 
John, run as faft as ever you can, with my compli- 
ments to Mr. Varney, and tell him it will be the 
death of me, if I have not a box for the new play. — 
Lord blefs you, Ma*am, they rantipole it about this 
town, with, as unconcerned looks, and as florid out- 
fides, as if they were treated at home like fo many 
goddeiTes j though every body knows pofleflion has- 

un- 
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ungoddeffed them all long ago, and their hu/bands; 
care no more for them, no, by Jingo, no more than 
they do for their hufbands. 

Mrs. LOVEMORE. 

At what a rate you run on ? 

Muslin. 

It is enough to make a body run on. If every body 
thought like you. Ma'am—— 

I 

i 

Mrs. LoVEMORE.. 

If every body loved like me ! 

Muslin. 

A brafs thimble for love, if it is not returned by 
love. What the deuce is here to do ? Love for lovci 
is fomething : but to love alone, where's the good of 
that ? Shall I go and fix my heart upon a man, who 
fhall defpife me for that very reafon ? And, ay, fays 
he, " Poor fool ! 1 fee fhe adores me. The woman's 
^ well enough, only Ihe has one inconvenient cir- 
" cumftance about her ; I am married to her, and 



" marriage is the devil. 
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Mrs. LoVEMORE. 

Will you have done ? 

Muslin. 

I have not half done, Ma'am. And when the vile 
man goes a rogueing, he fmiles imipudently in your 
face, " and I am going to the chocolate houfe, my 
*Mear; amufe yourfelf in the mean time, my love." 
Fy upon 'em 5 I know 'em all. Give me a hufband 

that 
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that will enlatge the circle cf my innocent pleafuresi 
but a hufband now a days, is no fuch a thing, A 
hufband now is nothing but a fcare-crow, ta ihew you 
the fruit, but touch it if you dare. The devil's in 
*em, the Lord forgive me for fwearing. A hufband 
is a mere bugbear, a fnap-dragon, amonfter^ that is 
to fay, if one makes him fo, then he is a monfter in- 
deed i and if one does not make him fo, then he be- 
haves like a montter ; . and of the two evils, by my 
troth - But here, Ma^am, here comes one who can 
tell you all about it. Here comes Sir Brilliant : afk 
his advice. Ma'am. 

Mrs. LovEMORE. 

His advice ?— • — Afk advice of the man, who has 
cftranged Mr. Lovemore's affedtions fron^ me ? 

Muslin. 

Well I proteft and vow, I think Sir Brilliant a very 
pretty gentleman. He-is the very pink of the fafliion. 
He drefles , faftlionably, lives fafhionably, wins 
your money fafliionably, lofes his own falhionably, 
and.<loes every thing fafhionablyj and then he 
looks fo lively, and fo much to fay, and fo never at a 
lols ! -but here he comes. 

« 

Enfer Sir Brilliant^ 

Sir Brilliant. 

Mrs. Lovemore, my dear Ma'am, always in a 
vis-a-vis party with youry?//z;^;;/^^-— Afford me your 
pardon, if I fay this does a little wear the appearance 
of being out of humour with the worid. 

• Mrs. 
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.Mrs. LOVEMORE, 

Far from it. Sir Brilliant* We were engaged in 
your panegyrick. 

Sir Brilliant, 

My panegyrick ? Then am 1 come moA apropos 
to give the portrait a few finiihing touches. Mr. 
Lovemore, -as foon as he is drefled, will wait 
upon you : in the mean time, I can help you to fome 
anecdotes, which will enable you to colour your 
canvafs a little higher. 

Mrs. Lovemore. 

Among thofe anecdotes, I hope you will not omit 
the bright exploit of feducing Mr. Lovemore from all 
domeftic happinefs. 

{^jhe make ajign to Muslin to go) 

Sir Brilliant. 
I, Maditm ?• — ^Lct me perifti if eve r * 



Mrs* LovjfeMORE. 
Oh ! Sir, I can make my obfervations. 

Sir Brilliant. 

May fortune eternally forfake me, and beauty 
frown on me, if I am confcious of any plot upon 
earth. 

Mrs. Lovemore. 
Don't affert too ftrongly. Sir Brilliant. 

Sir Brilliant. 
May 1 never throw a winning caft— - 

Vol, III. C M-sr 
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t 
Mrs. LOVEMORB^ 

It is in vain to deny ijc^ Sir* 

Sir Briluant. 

May I lofe the next Iweepftakes, if I have ever, in 
thought, word of deed, been acceflary to hi» infide- 
lity. I alienate the afFeftions of Mr. Lovemore 1 
Confider, Madam, how Would this tell in Weftmin- 
fter Hall? Sir Brilliant Faftiion, what fay you, 
guilty of this indiftment or not guilty ? Not guilty, 
pofs. Thus iffue is joined* You enter the court : 
but, my dear Madam, veil thofe graces tHat adorn 
your perfon : abate the fire of thofe charms : fa 
much beauty will corrupt the judges : give me a 
-fair trial. 

Mrs. Lov^m6re. 
And thus you think to latigh it away. 

Sir Brilliant. 

Nay, hear me out. You appear in court r you 
charge the whole upon me, without ^ fyllable as to 
the how, when, and where? No proof pofitivcf 
the profecution ends, and I begin my defence. 

Mrs. LOVEMORE. 

And by playing thefc falfe colours you think I am 
to be amufed ? 

Sir BRiLLiANr. 

Nay, Mrs. Lovemore, I am noW upon my defeBCC. 
Only hear. — ^You will pleafe to confider. Gentlemen 
of the Jury, that Mr. Lovemore is not a minor, nor 
1 his guardian. He loves gaiety, pleafurc, and en- 
joyment : 



m 
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joyment : is it my fault ? He is poflcfled of talents 
. and a tafte for pleafure^ which he feiows how to gra- 
lufy : can I reftrain him ? He knows the woi^d, 
ingK.ea the n>oft of life> ajnd plucks the fxoiit thac 
grows around hirti : am I to Blame? This is the 
whole affair.-A-^How fay you. Gentlemen of the Jury ? 
i— Not Guilty. There, you fe© how it is. I have 
cle^^d niyfclfk v 

M)DS. LoVBMOREi 

iBrifki lively,, and like yourfelf> Sir Brilliant f Btifi 
if you can imagine this bantering way-^^ 

Sir BkillipAntv 

Accjuitted by my country. Madams fairly ac-» 
tjuittedi 

Mrs. L0VEMORE4 

After the very edifying counfel which you give to 
Mr^ Lovemore, this. Ipoft fbraiq is not ill th^ leaft 
furprizing* And, Sir, your late projedt^^ 

Sir Brilliakt/ 
My late projedt 1 

Mrs. LoVEMOkig. 

Yovir kte projed. Sir. :^>fot content with leading 
Mr. Lovemore into a thoufand fcenes of diflipation, 
you have introduced him. lately to your miftrefs Bell- 
n)our. You underftand me. Sir* 

Sir Brilliant* 

Ma*am, he does not fo much as khow the Widow 
feeUmour* 

C a Mrs, 
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Mrs. LOVEMORE. 

' Nay, Sir Brilliant, have a care : juftify it if you 
xan, or give it a turn of wit. There is no occafion 
to hazard yourfelf too far. 

Sir Brilliant. 

Falfehood I dlfdain. Madam, and I, Sir Brilliant 
Fafliion, declare that Mr. Lovcmore is not ac- 
quainted with the Widow BcUmour. And if he 
was, what then ? Do you know the lady ? 

Mrs. Lovemore. 
I know her. Sir? A perfon of that charafter ? 

Sir Brilliant. 

• 

Oh! I fee you don't know her : but I will let 

you into her whole hiftory. Pray be feated— 

you fhall know her whole hiftory, and then judge 
for yourfelf. The Widow Bellnmour, Madam—— 

Lovemore. (within) 
William, are the horfes put to I 

Sir Brilliant. 
, We are interrupted. 

Enter Lovemore. 

Lovemore. 

Very well : let the carriage be brought round 

direftly. How do you do, my dear ? — Sir Bril* 

liant I beg your pardon.— -My Love, you don't an- 

fwcr 
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Iwer me : how do you do this morning ? (with an 
air of cold civility) 

Mrs. LOVEMORE. 

A little indilpofed in mind : but indifpofition gf 
the mind is of no confcquencc : nobody pities it. 

LoVEMORE. 

I beg your pardon, Mrs. Lovcrtlore. Indifpofi- 
tion of the mind — Sir Brilliant, that's a mighty 
pretty ring on your finger. 

Sir Brilliant. 
A bauble : will you look at it ? (gives the ring) 

Mrs. Lovemore. 

Thojugh I have but few obligations to Sir Brilliant, 
I fuppofe I am to afcribe to him the favour of this 
vifit, Mr.Lovemore, 

Lovemore. 

{looking at the ring^ and laughing) , 

Now there yop wrong me. — ^Your enquiries about 
my health have been very obliging this morning, 
and I came to return the compliment before I go 
out. — ^It is fet very neatly, {gives back the ring) 

Mrs. Lovemore. 
Are you going out. Sir ? 

Lovemore. 

A matter of bufinefs How 1 do hate bufinefs ! 

—But bufinefs {examining his ruffles) — bufinefs muft 

C3 be 
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be donc.-^Pray i§ there any news ? — Any neyis^ my 
dear ? 

It would be news to me. Sir, if you would be 
kind enough to let me know whether 1 may expeft 
the favour of your company at dinner to-day, 

^ LOVEMORE, 

O ' ' 

It would be impertinent in nrve to anfWcr fuch 4 
•queftion, for I can give no direft anfwer to it, — I am 
the flave of events ; juft as things happen j perhaps 
I may j perhaps not. But don't let me be of any 
inconvenience to you. Is it material where a body | 
i?ats ?-— Have you heard what happened to me ? j 

(a^de to Si^Bkili^i ANT.) j 

* i 

Sir Brilliant, | 

"When and where ? 

LOVEMORI. 

' A word in your eaf — with your permiffion^ 
Ma'am ? . 

^ ■ Mrs. LiOVEMORE, 

That cold, contemptuous civility, Mr. Lov6^ 
more^— 

LOVEMORB, 

Po! prithee now, how can you ?— that is very 
peevilh, and very illnaturcd.-^f turning to Sir Bril- 
liant) I loft very thing I played for after you 
went. The foreigner and he underftand one an- 
other.-— I beg your pardon, Mrs. liovemore i it 
W*^ only about an affair at the Opera, 

. Mrs, 
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Mrs. LovEMoRE, 

The Opera or any thing is more agreeable thaa 
rny company, 

* 

LOVEMORE. 

Now there again you wrong me* (/^ Sir Bril- 
liant) We dine at the St. Alban's.— How can 
you Mrs. Lovemore ? 1 make it a point not to ' in- 
commode you. Youpoffibly may have fomepri^rate 
party ; and it would be unpolite in me to obflruft 
your fchemes of pleafure. Would not it. Sir Bril- 
liant? 

Sir Brilliant* 
Oh! — Gothick to the laft degree ! 

# Lovemore. 

Very true 5 vulgar and mechanick J {both Jiand 
laughing.) 

Mrs. Lovemore. 
Go on ; make fport for yourfelves, gentlemen* 

Lovemore. 

Ho ! ho ! ho ! I am fore with laughing. — ^If you. 
Madam, have arranged an agreeable party, for me 
to be prefent, it would look as if we lived toge- 
ther like Sir BalhfuU Conftant and his Lady, who 
are always, like two Game-cocks, ready armed to 
goad and Ipur one another. Hey ! Sir Brilliant ? 

Sir Brilliant. 

Oh ! the very thing : or like Sir Theodore Traffic 

G 4 at 
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at Tunbridge taking his wife under the arm in the 
public roonis, and " come along home^ I tell 
you." 

LOVEMORE. 

Exaftly fo. (Both coniinue laughing.) Odds my 
Kfe ! I fhall be beyond my time {looks at bis watch) 
any commands into the city, my dear ? 

■ * • » 

Mrs. LOVEMORE. 

Commands ! — no. Sir, 1 have no commands. 

LoVEMORE. 

' I have an appointment at my banker's. Sir 
Brilliant, you i;now old Difcount ? . . 

Sir Brilliant. 

He that was in Parliament, and nad the large con- 
traft? . 

LOVEMQRE. 

The fame : Entire Bvtt, I think, was the name 
of his Borough. Can I fet yau down ? 

Sir Brilliant. 

No my carriage waits. I ihall rattle half the town 
over preftntly. 

LoVEMORE. 

As you will. Sir Brilliant will entertain yoii| 
Ma'am, jiu revoir, my love. — Sir Brilliant, yours.—- 
Who waits there ? 

\ExitJinging^ 

|SlR 
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Sir Brilliant. 

Bon voyage. — ^You fee, Madam, that I don't de- 
prive you of his cbinpany. 

Mrs. LOVEMORE. 

Your influence is now unneceflary. It is grown 
habitual to him : he will drive to your Mrs. 
PeUmour, I fuppofe. 

Sir Brilliant. 

Apropos; that brings us back to the little hiftory 
I was going to give you of that Lady. What is 
your charge againft her ? That (lie is amiable ? 
Granted. Young, gay, rich, handfome, with en- 
chanting talents, it is no wonder all the pretty fel- 
lows are on their knees to her. Her manner fo en- 
tertaining! that quicknefs of tranfition from on6 
thing to another ! that round of variety ! and every 
new attitude does fo become her ; and fhe has fuch 
a feeling heart, and with an air of giddinefs fo nice 
a condud: ! 

Mrs. LoVEMORE. 

. Mighty well. Sir: fhe is a very veftal. Fini/h 
your portrait. A veftal from your fchool of painting 
muft be a curiofity. — But how comes it. Sir, if fhe 
is this wonder, that your honourable propofals are 
at an end there ? 

Sir Brilliant. 

Compulfion, Ma'am : it is not voluntary. My 
Lord ttheridge is the happy man. I thought he 
V^as out of tha kingdom i but his lordfliip is with 

her 
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her ev*ry cveniajg. I can fcarce gain admittance ; 
and fo all that remains for me, is to do juftice to 
the lady^ and confole myfclf in the beft way I can for 
the infufficiency 6f my pretenfions. 

Mrs. LOVEMORE. 

And am I to believe all this ? 

» 

Sir Brilliant. 

May the firft woman I pay my addrefles to, ftrikd 
me to the centre with a fupercilious eyebrow, if 
every fyllable is not minutely true. — So that you fee, 
I am not the caufe of your inquietude. — There is not 
in the world a perfon, who more earneftly afpires t<* 
prove the tender efteem he bears you. — I have long 
^ panted for an opportunity — by all that's foft (he lif- 
tens to me {afidey—l have long panted, Ma'am^ 
for a tender moment like this— • 



Mrs. LoVEMORE. 

(^looking gravely at htm) 



Sir! 



Sir Brilliant. 

1 have panted with all the ardour, which charms 
like your's muft kindle in every hq^rt — 

Mrs. LovEMORE, {walks away) 
This liberty. Sir— * v ' ' 

Sir Bbilliakt. 

Confider, Madam : we have both caufe of difcor*' 
tcnti both difappointcd i both cjoflcd in lov^i 
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und the leaft we can do is both to join> and fweeteq[ 
each other's cares* 

Mrs LOVEMORE. 

And your friend^ Sir, whx) has juft left you— • 

Sir Brilliant. 

He, Madam, for a long time — I have feen iV, 
with vexation feen it,— ^e^ he has long been falfe 
to honour, love, and you, 

Mrs. LOVEMORE, 

•Sir Brilliant, I have done. You take my wrongs 
too much to heart, Sir^-^{rwgs a Mi) 

.9 

Sir Brilliant. 

'^ Thofe eyes that tell us what the fun is made of i 
' f^ Thofe hills of driven fnow l*^-— 

Mrs. LOVEMORE, 

WHl nobody anfwer there ? « 

Efit^r Muslin. 

Sir Brilliant. 

Madam, 1 defift : when you are in better humour, 
recoiled: what I^fiaye faid. Your adorer take§ his 
leave. Sir Brilliant, mind your hits, and her ftrait- 
Jlaced virtue yrill fyrrender at laft. Madam— 

^Boz:^s reJfeBfiilly \ Exit. 

Muslin. 

As I live and breathe, Ma'am, if I was as you, I 
^yld not fluftcr myfelf about it. 

Mrs, 
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Mrs. LOVEMORE. 

AUout what ? 

Muslim. 
What fignifies mincing the matter ? I heard it 
all. 

Mrs. LoVEMORE. 

You did ? . did you ? {looks angrily) 

Muslin. 

Ma'am! 

-♦ 

Mrs. LoVEMORE. 

Impertinence! (walks ahut) Oh! Mr. Love- 
more ! — To make his charafter public, and reader 
him the topick of every tea-table thraughout this 
town : I muft ayoid that. 

Muslin. 

What the deuce is here to do ? — An unman- 
nerly thing, for to go for to huf^me in this manner! 

(qfiJe) 

Mrs. LovEMORt. 

That would only widen the breach, and inftead of 
negleft, might call forth refentment, and fettle at 
laft into a fixed averfion : lawyers, parting, and fe- 
parate maintenance ! — What muft be done ? 

Muslin. 

< 

What is flie thinking of now ? — A fulky thiogi 

not 
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not to be more familiar with fuch a friend as I am, 
— Did you fpeak to me. Ma'am ? 

Mrs. LOVEMORE. 

It may fucceed : fuppofe I try it-— Muflin, 

Muslin. 
Ma^am. (^running to her) 

Mrs. LoVEMORE. 

You heard Sir Brilliant fay that Mr. Lovemore is 
not acquainted with the Widow ? 

Muslin. 

*■'• 

Lard, Ma'am, he is as full of tricks as a French 
milliner. I know he does vifit there : I know it from 
William. I'll be hanged in my own garters, if he 
docs not. • 

Mrs. LovEMOkE. 

I knoysr not what to do. Let my chair be got 
ready. 

Muslin. 
Your chair. Ma'am !-— Are you going out ? 

. Mrs. Lovemore. 

Let me hear no more queftions : do as I order 
you. [Exit. 



MuSL 



IN. 



Which way is the wind now? No matter; fhe 
does not know what fhe'd be at. If fhe would but 
take my advice,— go abroad, vifit every where, fee 

the 
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the worid> throw open her doors, giyc balj^^ 
aflcmblies, concerts; fing, dance, drefe,. f^end all 
her money, run in debt, ruin her hufband ; there 
would be fome ienfe in thatt the man would 
Hay at home then to quarrel with her. She wo^ld 
Kave enough of his company. But no ; mope, mope 
for ever ; heigho ! teaze, teaze 5 Muflin^ ftep to 
William ; where's his mailer ? When did he come 
home ? How long has he been up ? A fine life 
truly ! — I love to be in the falhion, for my part* 
Blefs me, I had like to have forgot. Mrs. Marmalet 
comes to my rout to night. She might as well ftay 
away : Ihe is nothing but meer lumber. The formal 
thing won't play higher than Ihilling whift. How 
the devil does fhe think I can make a Ihilling party 
for hpr ? There is no fuch a thing now a days : no 
body plays ihilling whift now, unlcfs I was to invite 
the trades-people : but I fhan't let myfelf down for 
Madam Marmalet, that I promife her. 
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ACT the SECOND. 

Scene an Apartment at Sm Bashfull Constant's. 

Enter SiR Bashfull* 

Sir BashfuLl- 

DID not I hear a rap at the door ? Y^s, yes, 1 
did ; I am right. The carriage is juft now dri-- 
ving away. Who anfwers there ? Sideboard > ftep 
hither^ Sideboard/ I muft know who it is : my wife 
keeps the bed company in England. Hold, I muft 
be wary. Servants love to pry into their maftcrsf 
fecrets. 

Enter SidesoaRd* 

, . Sir Bashfull* 

Whofe carriage was that at the door ? 

Sideboard. 
The Dutchefs of Hurricane, your honour- 

Sir Bashfull. 

The Dutchel^of Hurricane? (Walks ajlde and 
/miles') A woman of great rank ! — what did Ihcf 
vrant ? 

Sideboard* 

She has left this card for my Lady. 

^ ■ . « - 

Sir Brilliant. 

A card ? Let me fee it. {Reads J) The Dutehefi 

of 
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of Hurricane frejent 5 compliments to Lady Conftant, 
She has left the hounds and the foxes y and the brutes y that 
gallop after them^ to their own dear fociety for the reji of 
the winter y Her Grace keeps Wednejdays at Hurricane-' 
Houje for the reft of the winter. — Make me thankful, 
here's a card from a Dutchefs ! — what have you 
there ? 

Sideboard, 

A parcel of cards, that have been left here this 
morning. 

Sir Bashfull* 

AH thefe in one morning ? {looks at them) Why 
I may as well keep an Inn ; may as well keep the 
Coach and Horfes in Piccadilly, {reads f aft) Lady 
Riot — Mrs. Allnight — The Dutchefs of Carmine— 
look ye there, another Dutchefs ! Lady Bajfet — Lord 
Pleurifte—tht Countefs of Ratifie — Sir Richard Lungs 
"—Lord Laudanum-— Sir Charles Valerian — Lady Hec- 
tick — Lady Mary Gabble-- A. can't be«rall this. Side- 
boar d —{djide andfmiling) I cant bear the pleafure 
of it: all people of tip- top condition to vifit mywiftl 

Enter Furnish. 

Sir Bashfull. 
What's the matter, Furnilh ? 

FuRNisir. 
The matttcr. Sir ? — Nothing's the matter* 

Sir, Bashfull. 

What are you aboil t ? Where ai e you going ? 
What have you to do now ? 



t 
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Furnish. . . ^ 

Only to tell the chairmen they muft take Black 
George with his flambeau with them this evening, 
and carry the chair to pay vifits for my lady. 

Sir Bashfull# 

An empty chair to pay vifits !— what polite ways 
people of fafhion have got of being intimate with 
each other ! — {cfide) abfurd as it is, I am glad to 
fee my wife keep pace with the bed of them. I 
laugh at it, and yet I like it. — ^Wounds ! I fhall be 
found out by my fervants. — I tell you. Sideboard, 
and you Mrs. Bufy Body, that your Miftrefs leads a 
life of noife and hurry, and cards and dice, and va- 
nity, and nonfenfe, and I am refolved to bear it no 
longer.-— Don't I hear her coming ? 

Furnish. 
My lady is coming. Sir. 

Sir Bashfull. {afide and/miling) 

She looks charmingly. — Now I'll tell her roundly 
a piece of my mind. You Ihall fee who cotnmahds 
in this houfe. 

Enter Lad^ Constant. 

Sir Bashfull. {Jieals a look) 

I could almoft give up the point when 1 look a^ 
her. — So, madam, I have had my houfe full of duns 
again to day. 

,1 Vol. III. D Lady 
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Lady Constant. 

Obliging creatures, to call fo often. What did 
they want ? 

Sir Bashfull. 
Want ! — ^what thould they want but money ? 

V 

Lady Constant. 
And you paid them, I fuppofe. 

Sir Bashfull* 

You fuppofe! — 'fdeath, madam, what do you 
take me for ? 

Lady Constant. 

I took you for a hufband : my brother prefcribed 
you. But his prefcription has done me no good. 

Sir Bashfull. 
Nor me either : I have had a bitter pill of it. 

Lady Constant. 

But the pill was gilded tor you. My fortune I 
take it, has paid off the old family mortage on. yoi3ii 
cftate. 

Sir Bashfull. 

And at the rate you go on, a new mortage will 
fwallow up my efl;ate. — I fee you ^e an ungrateful! 
woman. 

Lady Constant. 
That is, as you keep the account. 



COM E D Y. 



Sir Bashfull. 



S^ 



And my accounts will fhew it. Day after day no- 
thing but extravagance to gratify your vanity. . Did 
not I go into parliament to plcafe you ? Did not I 
go down to the Borough of Smoke-and-Soty and get 
drunk there for a whole month together ? Did not I 
get mobbed at the George and Vulture? And pelted 
and horfewhipped the day before the ele&ion ? And 
was not I obliged to fteal out of the town in a rabbit- 
cart ? And all this, to be fomebody.as you call it ? 
Did not 1 ftand up in the houfe to make a fpeech to 
fhew what an Qrator you had married ? And did 
not I expofe myfelf ? Did I know whether I flood 
upon my head or my heels for half an hour toge- 
ther ? And did not a great man from the Trcafury- 
bench tell me never to Ipeak again ? 

■ 

Lady Constant, 
And why not take his advice ? 

Sir Bashfull. 

What in the name of common fenfe had to I do 
in Parliarnent ? My country! what's my country to 
lAe ? The debts of the nation, and your gaming 
debts are nothing to me. I muft help to pay both, 
muft I ? I can vote againft taxes, and I can adver- 
tize in the Gazette to fecure me from your extrava- 
gance. I have not lived in the Temple for nothing. 

FuRNisH. 
He flept thercj and calls it ftudying the law. 

D a Sir 
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Sir Bashfull. 

Hold you your tongue, Mrs. Pert : leave the 
room. Go both about your bufinefs. 

l^Ex^unf Furnish' and Sideboard. 

Sir Bashfull. {pftde) 

I have kept it up before my fervants. (Looks at 
Lady Conjiant) She is a fine woman after all. 

Lady Constant. 

Is there never to be an end of this ufage, Sir ? Am 
I to be for ever made unhappy by your humours. 

Sir Bashfull. 

Humours ! good fenfe and found judgement, in 
in the fine lady's diftionary, are to be called hu- 
m6urs ? 

% 
Lady Constant. 

And your humours are now grown infupportabld 

Sir Bashfull. 

Your profufion is infupportable. At the rate you 
go on, how am I to find money for my nty.t eleftion? 
— Ifyouw^ould but talk this matter over cooly — 
She talks like an angel, and I wifh I could {2iy(ajide) 
the fame of myfelf. — What will the world think? — 
Only command your temper- - -what will they think, 
if I am feen to encourage ^our way of life ? 

Lady Constant. 

Amufe yourfelf that way. Sir. — Avoid one error, 
a id run into the oppofite extreme. 

Sir 
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S^R Bashfull. (afide) 

There; a tranflation from Horace^ — 'Dum vitant 
Jlulti vitia- — She is a notable woman. 

Lady Constant. 

Let me tell you, there is not in life a more ridi- 
culous fight than the perfon, who guards, with ima- 
ginary wifdom, againft one gyant-vice, and leaves 
himfelfopen to a million of abfurdities. 

Sir Bashfull. (afide) 

I am nothing to her in an argument — ^flie has a 
tongue that can reafon me out of my fenfes. — I could 
almoft find it in my heart to tell her the whole truth. 
—You know, my Lady Conftant, that when you 
want any thing in reafon — 

Lady Constant. 

Is it unreafonable to live with decency ? Is it un- 
reafonable to keep the company my rank and edu^ 
cation have entitled me to ? Is it uqreafon^ble to 
conform to the modes of life^ when your fortune 
can fo well afford it ? 

Sir Bashfull. {ciftde) 

She is a very reafonable woman, and I wifh I had 
but half her fenfe. — You know I am good i>atured 
in the main, and if a fum of money within a mode- 
rate compafs — If a brace of hundreds — [afide) why 
Ihould not I make it three ? — I know that you have 
contrafted habits of life, and {in a Joftened tane) 
habit, I know is not eafily conquered : and if three 
{Jmiling) hundred pounds will prevent difputes, why 

" J D a 
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why (Jmil'mg) as to the matter of three hundred 
pounds 

Enter Furnish, with a band box. 

FuRNISTI.^ 

Your Ladyffiip's things from the, milliner*s. 

Sir Bashfuli^. 

Death and fury ! this woman has overheard me: 

Three hundred pounds> madam ! {in a violent pqf- 

fion) let me tell you that three hundred pounds 

— what right have you to Ihovel away three hui^red 

pounds ? , * 

Lady Constant. 
, .Why does the man fly out into fach a pafEoni 

Sir Bashfull. 

I will allow no fuch doings in my houle. Don't 
I often come when my hall is belieged with a par- 
eel of powder-monkey fervants ? And did not I the 
other day, before I could get into my own doors> 
entangle myfelf ampng the chairmen's poles, and 
was not I confined there, like a man in the flocks ? 

Lady Constant. 
Why would you be fo aukward I 

Sir Bashfull. 

An eternal fcene of rputs and drums. Have not 
I feen you put the fee fimple of a^fcore of my beft 
acres upon a fmgle card"? 'And have not I muttered 
to mylelf, if that woman was as much in love with 
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me as fhe is with Pam, what an excellent wife Ihe 
would make ? 

» 

Lady Constant. 
Pam is very obliging : why wont you drive to be 
as agreeable ? 

Sir Bashfull. 

'Sdeath, Madam, you are fo fond of play that I 
fliould not wonder to fee my next child marked on 
the forehead t^^ith a pair royal of ac-es, 

JFurnish. 

I am fure you deferve to be marked on the fore- 
head with a pair o f 

Sir Bashfull. 

Malapert huffey ! do you meddle ? Begone this 
moment. ^ . 

[^Exit Furnish: 

Lady Constant. 

Fy upon it, SirEialhfuH! I am tired ofblufhing 
for you. 

Sir Bashfull. 

I am afraid I have gone too far : fhe is afhamed of 
me. {afide) ' ^ ^ 

Lady Constant. 

You agreed to a feperation the other day, and 
there remains nothing but to execute articles, and 
make an end of all this <^fquiet. 

D 4 Sir 
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Sir Bashfull. 

A feperate maintenance will go but a little way to 
anfwer the bawling of Milliners, Mercers, Jewellers, 
and gaming debts. 

Lady Constant. 

It will purchafe content, and nothing can obtain 
that under your roof. 

Sir Bashfull. {afide) 

I have fhot my bolt too far — I fancy, my Lady 
Conftant, that you don't know me. We might Ex- 
plain matters, and— *ldeath ! {ajide) I am go- 
ing to blab — I fay, madam, if you underftood me 
rightly— as to the authority of a hufband, I might 
perhaps be brought to give it up, in part at leaft i 
and if no body was the wifcr, I might connive — 
Po ! confufion ! interrupted again by that- 



^■*% 



Enter Furnish. 

Furnish. ' . 

A fervant frongi Mrs. Lovemore, Madam, to 
know— 

' Sir Bashfull, 

The authority of a hufband I never will ^ve up— r 

Lady Constant. 
A ftorm, a whirlwind is fitter to converfe with* 

Sir B^^hfull. 

will florm like a whirlwind in my own houfe. I 

have 
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have done. Madam ; you are an ungovernable vio- 
mzn—'^ajide andjmiling) j(he is a charming woman, 
and if nobody faw it, I would let her govern me 
with>al] my heart. 

{Exit. 

Lady Constant. 
Did any body ever fee fuch behaviour ? 

Furnish. 

Never, and how your ladyfliip bears it, I can^t 
tell. 

Lady Constant. 

That it (hould be my fate to be married to fuch a 
quickfand ! What does Mrs. Lovemore fay ? 

Furnish. 

If your ladyfhip will be ^ at home, fhe intends to 
doherfelf the pleafure of waiting upon you. Madam. 

Lady Constant. 

Very well \ I fhall be at home. Upon recoUeftion, 
1 want to fee her. Let the fervant wait : I'll write 
an anfwer. \Exit. 

Scene another Apartment. 

Enter Sir Bashfull and Lqvemore. 

Sir Bashfull. 

Walk in, Mr. Lovemore, walk in, I am heartily 
gUd to fee you. This is kind. 

Lovfi 
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LOVEMORE. 

I am ready, you fee, to attend the call of friend- 
fhip. 

Sir Bashfull. 
Mt. Lovemore, you are a friend indeed. 

LOVEMORE. 

You do me honour. Sir BaflifuU. And Tour 
lady, how does ftie do ? 

Sir Bashfull. 

Perfedly well : In, great fjpirits. (Jmiiing at Love- 
more) I never faw her look better : but we have 
had t'other (kirmilh fin,ce I faw you. 

Lovemore. 
Another ! 

Sir Bashfull. 

Ay, another J and! did not bate her an ace. 'She 
is a r^re one to argue. She is fit to cUfcufs a. point 
with any man. — ^No body like her. Wit at will; 
I thought I managed the difpute, and that I ftiould 
foon have had her at a what.you call'a non-plus. But 
no, no i no iuch thing. She can give you a Iharp 
turn in a moment. 

Lovemore. 
Ay! 

Sir Bashfull. 

Give her her due, I am nothing to hen I thought 

I had 
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I had her faft, but IhteSvent round mc, -qtikk -as 
lightening ; and would you believe it ? {looks highly 
pleafed) She did not leave me a word to fay.' 

LOVEMORE. 

Well ! that was hard upon you. 

Sir Bashfull. 

No, not hard at all. Thofe little VJift^ries I don't 
mind. You knowl told^u I have fomething for 
your private ear. Have you obferved nothing odd 
and lingular in me ? 

Lovi&MofeE. 

Not in the leaft. In theix4it)ie drcle of my acquain- 
tance I know no body fo little tinged with oddity. 

Sir Ba&hfull. 

What, have youfeen nathing? {laughs) Have you 
remarked nothing particular in regard to my wife ? 

Why, you don't live h^py wich her: but that 
is not a Angular cafe. 

Sir Bashfuli,. 

But I tell you->^this muft be in confidence— I am at 
the bottom a ycry odd fellow. 

LoVEMORE. 

You do yourfelf injuftke. Sir BaflifulL 

Sir Bashfull. 

No, not in the leaft. It is too true— I am in the 

main 
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main a very odd fellow ; I am indeed j as odd a fifh 
as lives ; and you muft have feen it before now. 

LOVEMORE. 

I feeit ? — I am not apt to fpy defefts in my friends. 
What can this be ? You are not jealous, I hope. 

Sir Bashfull. 

You have not hit the right nail on the head. No, 
not jealous. Do her juftice, I am fafe as to that 
point. My lady has high notions of honour. No, 
itis not that. 

' LoVEMORE. 

Not a ray of light to guide me : explain, SirBafli- 
full. 

Sir Bashfull. {/miling at him) 

You could never have imagined it. But firft let 
me Ihut this door. 

Lovemore. 
What whim has got poffeflion of him now ? 

Sir Bashfull. 

Mr. Lovemore, I have great dependance upon you. 
I am going to make a difcovery — I blufh at the very 
thought of it (Turns away). 

Lovemore. 

Be a man. Sir Balhfull j Out with it at once ; let 
me advife you, 

•Sir 
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Sir Bashfull. 

The very thing I want. The afFair is— ^but then 
if he Ihould betray me ! — Mr. Lovemore, I doubt 
you, and yet efteem you. Some men there are, who, 
when a confidence is repofed in them, take occafion 
from thence to hold a hank over their friend, and 
tyrannize him all the reft of his days. 

Lovemore. 

O fy ! this is ungenerous. True fricndfhip is of 
another quality : It feels from fympathy j honour is 
the adlive principles and the ftrifteft fecrecy is an 
inviolable rule. 

Sir Bashfull. 

Mr. Lovemore, I have no further doubt — ftay ; did 
not you hear a noife ? — ^^Don't I fee a fhadow moving 
under the bottom of that door ? {goes to the door) 

Lovemore. 
What has got into his head ? 

Sir Bashfull {Looking out.) 
Servants have a way of liftening. 
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Lovemore. 
Rank jealoyfy ! he has it through the very brain ! 

Sir Bashfull. 

No, no J all's fafe. Mr. Lovemore, I will make 
you the depofitary,~the faithful depofitary of a fc- 
crct : let it pafs from the bottom of my heart to the 
inmoft rccefs of yours : there let it refc concealed from 

every 
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every prying eye. — My inclination — There; — I fee 
a laugh already forming in every feature of your face. 

LOVEMORE. 

Then my face is no true index of the mind. Were 
you to know the agitations in which you keep me by 
this fufpenfe: — 

Sir Bashfull. 

I believe it. To make an end at once, my incli- 
nations are totally changed — no ; not changed ; but 
they are not what they feemed to be. Love is the 
paflion that pofTeffes me^.— I am in love, and — (/«r»i 
from him) and I am aftiamed of myfelf. 

LOVEMORI. 

Afliamed ! Love is a noble paflion : but don't let 
rne hear any more about it. Lady 'Conftant will dif- 
eover all, and then the blame will fall on me. If 
your heart revolts from her, don't let me be thought 
in league with you. * You need not involve me in a 
quarrel with her ladylhip. 

» 

Sir Bashfull. 

You don't take me right. You are wide, quite 
wide of the mark. Hear me out. 

LOVEMORE. 

[ No, no more. You muft excule me. 

Sir Bashfull. 

You (hall hear me. The objedt of my paflion, 
this charming ^Voman, whom I doat on to diftrac- 
tion — — 

Love- 
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LOVEMORE, 

Your pardon ; I won't hear it— -(walks aivay from 
him) When her ladyfhip hears of his gallantary, the 
devil i% in the dice, if the fpirit of revenge does not 
mould her to my purpofes. 

Sir Bashfull. (f$ilowtng Lovemore) 
I fay, Mr. Lovemore, this adorable creaure— — • 



Lovemore. 

Keep your feqret. Sir BalhfuU, (avoiding him) 

•*, 
Sut Bashfull. (^following him) 

Who looks fo lovely in my tjt^* 

Lovemore. 
Well i I dont defire to know her. 

Sir Bashfull. 

You do know her. {following him) This idol of 
my heart,- —is rpy own wife. : 

Lovemore {flares at him) 
Your own wife ? 

Sir Bashfull. 

Yes, my own wife, {looks filly y and turns away) 
It's all over with me : I am undone. 



Lqvemore. 
This is the moft unexpected difcovery. 



Sip 
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Sir Bashfull. 
Look ye there now 3 he laughs at me already. 

LovEMORE. {afide) 

His wife muft not know this. The grafs is cut 
under my feet if fhe ever hears a word of it. 

Sir Bashfull. (^fide) 

He is ftruck with amazementj and does not fay a 
word to me. 

LovEMORE. {afide) 

I muft not encourage him. — And can this be pof- 
fible. Sir BaftifuU ? — In love with your own wife ! 

Sir Bashfull. 

Spare my confufion» I have made myfelf very ri- 
diculous. {Looks at bim, and turns away) I know X 
hive. 

LovEMORE. 

Ridiculous ? Far from it. Can it be wrong to 
love a valuable wonfian ? Not to feel the impreflions 
of beauty and of merit were downright infenfibility 9 
but then we ihould always admire with difcretion- 
The folly of us married men confifts, in letting oii^ 
wives perceive the vehemence, with which we love 9 
and the confequence is, we are enflavcd for the reft o^ 
our lives. — I could truft you with a fecret, which 
perhaps, would keep you in countenance. Coul^ 
you imagine it ? I love my wife. 
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§iR Bashfull. 
How? 

LOVEMORE, 

I am in love with my wife; 

Sir Bashfull. 

Oh! no, no 5-— hey! (looking highly plea/ed) you 
make me laugh. You don't love her, do you ? 

LOVEMORE.- 

Paflionately s tenderly j with all the ardour of af- 
fcftion. • 

Sir Bashfull. 

Give me your hand. Ha ! ha I — I did not ex- 
pert this. This is fome relief. Ha ! ha !- -you 
have made me happy. And have you led the life 
you have done all this time, on purpofe to conceal 
your regard from her ? 

LOVEMORE. 

For that very puq^ofe* lefteemheri I love her | 
but I would not have her know it. 

Sir Bashfull. 
No? 

LoVEMORE. 

Upon no confidcration, nor would I have the 
^*orld know it. 

Vol. III. E Sir 
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Sir Bashfi/ll. 
Pcrfcftly right. 

LOVEMORE. 

To be fure. Tell your wife that you eftcem her 
good qualities, and admire her perfon, (lie cries Vic^ 
TORiA, falls to plundering, and then you muft either 
break her chain, or wear it in the face of the worid^ 
a laughing ftock for all your acquaintance. 

Sir Bashfull, 
That is what I have always been afraid of. 

LoVEMORE. 

Not without reafon. The world delights in ridi- 
cule. Do you know, if our fecrets were to traai-' 
pire, that we fhould have nothing but wit, raillcryj 
and fleersj and taunts, flying about our ears ? 

Sir Bashfull. 

But I have taken good care. I have quarrelled 
tvith my lady ten times a day on purpofe to cloak 
the afl^air, and prevent all fufpicion. 

LoVEMORE. 

Admirable ! I commend your prudence. Befides, 
—my Lady Conftant, you know, has fome youthful 
vigour about her; a graceful perfon, and an ey^ 
that inflames defire -, and defire at your time of life 
you know 

Sir 
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StR Bashfull. 

Po ! it IS not for that j that is nothing. I wear 
admirably well, Mr. Lovemore. 

LoyjBMORS. 

Do you ? 

Sir Bashfull* 
As young as ever : but I don't let her know it. 

Lovemore. 

Well ! if you are difcreet in that point, you arc a 
Tcry Machiavel ! 

Sir Bashfull. 
Yes, yes ; I fight cunning, {laughs) 

Lovemore. 

Let nothing betray you. Be upon your guard : 
that is my own plan exactly. You want no advice 
from me. 

Sir Bashfull. 

pardon me : you can aflift me. — My dear brother 
fufFerer, give me your hand. Wc can in a fly way 
be of great ufe to each other. 

Lovemore. 
As how ? 

Sir Bashfull. 

rU tell you. There are fome things which you 
know our wives expeft to be done. 

E 2 Love- 
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Love MORE. 

So there arc. {afide) What the devil is he at 

now? 

Sir Bashfull, 
Now if you will aflift me 

LOVEMORE. 

You may depend upon my affiftance. 

Sir Bashfull. 

Thus it is : my wife, you know, keeps a power of 
company, and makes a great figure there. I could 
fhew her in any company in pngland ; I wilh flie 
could fay the fame of me. 

Lovemore. 
Why truly I wi/h fhe could. 

Sir Bashfull. 

But that's out of the queftion. Now if you will 
come into my fcheme — It muft be a deep fecret — -• 
How ? Is that Sir Brilliant's voice ? 

Enter Sir Brilliant, 

Sir Brilliant. 

Sir Balhfull, you fee what attraftion you have. 
Lovemore, I did not expeft to fee you here. 

Lovemore. 
Nor did I expeft you, Sir Brilliant, {afide) 

Sir 
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Sir Bashfull. 
Confufion !— — This unfeafonable vifit—- (4^^(?) 

Sir Brilliant. 

And your lady, is fhe at home. Sir Bafhfull ? 

♦ 

Sir Bashfitll. 

Her own people keep that account. Sir : I know 
nothing of her. 

Sir Brilliant. 

^ Nay, never talk flightingly of a lady, who poffef- 
fes fo many elegant accomplifhments. She has fpi- 
rit, fenfe, wit and beauty. 

Sir BasUIfull. {afide) 

Spirit, fenfe, wit and beauty ! fhe has them all, 
fure enough. — Sir, I am no fworn appraifer to take 
an inventory of her efFefts. — {ajide) Hey, Love- 
more ? (looks at him and laughs) 

LovEMORE. (Jo Sir Bafiffujl) 

Vaftlywell! 

Sir Brilliant. 

Is her ladyfhip vifible this morning ? 

Sir Bashfull. 

Whether fhe is vifible or not, is no bufinefs of 
mine, but I know flie is unintelligible this morning, 
and incomprehenfible this morning. She has the va- 
pours i but your converfation I fuppofe will brighten 
her up for the reft of the day. 

E 3 Sir 
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V 

Sir Brilliant. 

Why, as it happens, I have the rareft piece of 
news to communicate to her, Lovemore, you know 
Sir Amorous la Fooi ? 

LOVEMORE. ^ 

He that was Sheriff the other day? Came up 
with an addrefs, and got hinifelf knighted ? 

Sir Brilliant. 

The fame. He declared he would live with his 
friends upon the fame familiar footing as before, aiid 
his new dignities Ihould make no alteration* 

Sir Bash^itlL. 
I have feen the Knight. What of him ? 

Sir Brilliant* 
Poor deviL He is in fuch a fcrape I 

Sir Bashfull. 
What's the matter ? Bubbled at play, 1 fuppofe* 

Sjr Brilliant* 
Worfe, much worfe. 

LoVEMORE* 

He has been blackballed at one of the clubs ? 

^ Sir Bashfull. 

Or run through the body in a duel ? 

Sm 



Sir Brilliant. • 
Why that*s a fcrape indeed : but it is not that* 

Sir Bashfull. 
What then ? 

I 

Sir Brilliant. 
So unfortunate a difcovery ! he is fallen in love— » 
1 cannot help laughing at him. 

LOVEMORE. 

Po ! fallen in love With fome coquette, who plays 
off her airs, and makes a jell of him. 

Sir Bashfully 
A yoling aftrefs may be, or an opera finger ? 

Sir Brilliant. 

No, you will never guefs. Sir BafhfuU, — ^like a 
filly devil, he is fallen in love with his own wife. 

> 
Sir Bashfull. 

Fallen in love with his own wife ! {^flares at him) 

Sir Brilliant* 

Yes ; he h^s made up all quarrels ; his jealoufy is 
it end> and he is to be upon his good behaviour for the 
^eft of his life.— Could you expeft this, Lovemore? 

Lovemore. 

No, Sir ; neither I nor my friend Sir BafhfuU ex- 
pefted this. 

E 4 Sir 
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Sir Bashfull. 
It is a ftroke of furprize to me. (^Looking uneafy) 

Sir Krilliant. 

I heard it at my Lady Betty Scandal's, and we had 
fuch a laugh : the whole company were in aftonifli- 
ment: whift flood ftill; quadrille laid down the 
cards, and brag was in fufpenfe. Poor Sir Amorous ! 
It is vqry ridiculous^ is not it. Sir Bafhfull ? 

Sir Bashfull. 

Very ridiculous \ndQtd,.—( afide) My own Cafe 
exadtly, and my friend Lovemore's too. 

Sir Brilliant. 

The man is loft, undone, ruined, dead and bu- 
ried. 

LovEMORE. (^laughing) 

He will never be able to fhew his face after this 

difcovery. 

« 

Sir Brilliant. 

Oh, never; it's all over with him. Sir Bafhfull, 
this does not divert you ; you don't enjoy it. 

Sir Bashfull. 

Who I ?—-I-— I— nothing can be more pleafanfj 
and — I— I laugh as heartily as I poffibly can. {forcing 

a laugh,) ■ ' , 



Sir 
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Sir Brilliant. 

Lovemore, yoii remember Sir Amorous ufed to 
ftrut, and talk big, and truly he did not care a pinch 
of fnufFfor his wife, not he ; pretended to be as much 
at eafe as Sir BafhfuU about his lady, and as much his 
own mafter as you yourfelf, or any man of pleafure 
about town. • 

^ Lovemore. 

I remember him : but as to Sir BafhfuU and my- 
felfj we know the world j we underftand life. 

Sir Bashfull. 

So we do; the world will never have fuch a ftory 
of us. Will they Lovemore ? 

Lovemore. 
Oh ! we are free: we are out of the fcrape. 

Sir Brilliant. 

Sir Amorous la Fool will be a proverb. Adieu for 
him the fide-box whifper, the foft aflignation, and 
all the joys of freedom. He is retired with his Pe- 
nelope, to love one another in the country; and next 
winter they will come to town, to hate one another. 

Sir Bashfull. 
Do you think it will end fo ? 

Sir Brilliant. 

No doubt of it. That is always the denouement 
of modern matrimony. But I have not told you the 
worfl of his cafe. Our friend Sir Charles Wildfire, 
you know, was writing a comedy, and what do you 
think he has done ? He has drawn the character of 
Sir Amorous, and made him the hero of the play. 

Sir 
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Sir BashfulL, 
' What put him into a comedy ? 

Sir Brilliant. 

Even fo : it is called " The AmordUs HiiflMnclj 
" or, The Man in Love with his own Wiip." 1^ 
ho! ho ! ho! ^ ^ \ 

LOVEMORE. 

We mu(t fend in time for places. 

{laughs with Sir, Brilliant) 

Sir Bashfull. 
' Lovcmore carries it with an air. {aftde) 

Sir Brilliant. 

Yes, we muft fccure places. Sir Bafhfull, yoU 
Ihall be of the party. 

Sir Bashfull. 

The party will be very agreeable. 1 fiiall enjo/ 
the joke prodigioufly. Ha ! ha ! (forces a laugh) 

LovemoRe. 

Yes, Sir Bafhfull, we fhall relilh the humour. 

{looks at him and laughs) 

Sir Brilliant. 

The play will have a run : the people of fafhion 
t^-iU crowd after fuch a chara<9;er. — \ mufl drive to » 
million of places and put it about; but firft, with 
your leave. Sir BaflifuU, I will take the liberty ta 

givcf 



COMEDY. 7^ 

give a hint of the affair to your lady. It will ap- 
pear fo ridiculous to her ! 

Sm BASHnjLU 
• Do you think it will ? 

Sir Brilliant. 

Without doubt : (he has never met with any 
thing like it : has (he, Loveniore ? 

LoVEMORE. 

I fancy not : Sir BadifuU, you take care of that. 

Sir Bashfull. 

Vcs, yes ; I (hall never be the town-talk.— -Hey, 
Lovemore ? 

Sir Brilliant. 

Well, FU ftep and pay my refpefts to my Lady 
Conftant. Poor Sir Amorous! he will have his 
horns added to his coat of arms in a little time. 
Ha! ha! [Exil. 

Sir Bashpull. . 

There, you fee how it is. I (hall get lampooned^ 
bc-rhymed, and niched into a comedy. 

LqVEMORE. 

Po ! never be frightened at this. Nobody knows 
of your weaknefs but myfelf, and I can't betray your 
fecret for my own fake. 

Sir Bashfull« 
Very true, 

LovB- 
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LOVEMORE. 

This difcoveiy fliews the neccflity of concealing 
our loves. We muft ad: with caution. Give my 
Lady no reafon to fufpeft that you have the lead re- 
gard for her. 

Sir Bashfull. 
Not for the world. 

LOVEMORE. 

Keep to that. 

Sir Bashfull. 

I have done her a thoufand kindnefles, but all by 
liealth i all in a fly way. 

LOVEMORE. 

Have you ? 

Sir Bashfull.^ 

Oh ! a multitude. TU tell you.' — She has beeri 
plaguing me a long time for an addition to her 
jewels. She. wants a diamond crofs, and abetter 
pair of diamond bucldes. Madam, fays I, I will 
have no fuch trumpery 5 but then goes I and be- 
fpeaks them of the firft jeweller in town. — All under 
the rofe. The buckles ,are finiflied: worth five 
hundred ! She will have them this very day, without 
knowing from what quarter they come. — I can't bi>^ 
hugh at the contrivance — the man that brings them> 
will run away direftly, without faying a word. 

(laughs heartily^ 
Lor 
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LOVEMORE. 

Sly, fly. — ^You know what you are about. 

Sir Bashfull. 

Ay, let me alone {laughs with Lovemore) And 

then, to cover the defign ftill more, when I fee her 
wear her baubles, I can take occafion to be as jea- 
lous as bedlam. ^ > 

Lovemore. 

So you can : ha ! ha ! — {ajide) I wifh he may 
never be jealous of me in good earneft. 

Sir Bashfull. 

Give me your hand. (Looks at him and laughs) I 
am fafe I think. 

Lovemore. {laughing with him) 

Perfeftly fafe — (ajide) if it was not for his own 
folly. 

Sir Bashfull. 

But I was telling you, Mr. Lovemore :™we can 
be of effenti^l ufe to each other. 

Lovemore. 
As how pray? 

Sir Bashfull. 

Why, my lady is often in want of money. It 
would be ridiculous in me to fupply her. Now if 
you will take the money from me, and pretend to 

lend it to.her, out of friendfhip, you know 

Love- 
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V 

Love MORE. 

Nothing can be better — {ffide) Here is a fcUo'v^ 
pimping for his own horns.— I fhall be glad to fervc 
you. 

Sir Bashfull. 

I am for ever obliged to you — here, here ; take it 
now — ^here it is in bank notes— one, two, three j 
there is three hundred — ^give her that, and tell her 
you have more at her fervice to morrow or next day, 
if her occafions require it. 

LOVEMORE. 

My good friend, to oblige you {takes the money) 
this is the rareft adventure ! 

Sir Bashfull, 
r!I do any thing for you in return. 

LoVEMORE. 

I fhall have occafion for your friendfhip— -that is 
to forgive me, if you find me out. (afide)^ 

Sir Bashfull. 

Lofe no tinrie; flep to her now — hold, hold; Sir ' 

Brilliant is with her. • 

LoVEMORE. 

I can difmifs him. Rely upon my friendfhip : I 
will make her ladyfhip eafy for you. 

Sir Bashfull. . 
It will be kind of you. 

Love- 
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LoVEMORE. 

It fhall be her own fault if I don't. 

Sir Bashfull. 

A thoufand thanks to you-^well, is not this the 
j-areft projeft ? 

LoVEMORE, 

It is the neweft way :o( fatisfying a man's 

wife ! 

Sir Bashfull. 
Ay ! let this head of mine alone. 

LovEMORE. (afide) 

Not if I can help it ? Hufh ! — I hear Sir Brilliant; 
he is coming down ftairs. I'll take this opportu- 
fiity, and ftcp to her ladyfhip now. 

Sir Bashfull, 
Po foj do fp, 

J-iOVEMORE. 

I am gone, (ajtde) Who can blame me now if 
J cuckold this fellow ? [^Exit. 

Sir Bashfull. 

Pro/per you, profper you, Mr. Lovemore. Make 
rne thankfull: he is a true friend, I don't know 
what I fhould do without him. 

Eraef 
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Enter Sir Brilliant. 

. Sir Brilliant. 
Sir BaQifuU, how have you managed this ? 

Sir Bashfull, 

I have no art, no management. What's the mat- 
ter ? 

Sir Brilliant. 

I don't know what you have done, but your lady 
laughs till fhe is ready to expire at what I have been 
telling her. ^ 

Sir Bashfull. 

And fhe thinks Sir Amorous la Fool an objeft of 
ridicule ? 

Sir Brilliant. 

She does not give credit to a fingle fyllable of the 
ftory. A man that loves his wife would be a Phoenix 
indeed ! Such a thing might exift formerly, but in this 
polifhed age is no where to be found. That's her 
opinion of the matter. 

Sir Bashfull. (laughs) 

A whimiical notion of her's ! and fo Ihe thinks you 
may go about with a lanthorn to find a man that 
fets any value upon his wife? 

Sir Brilliant. 

You have managed to convince her of it. How 
the devil do you contrive to govern fo fine a woman ? 
I know feveral, without her pretenfions, who have 

long 
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long ago thrown of all reftraint. You keep up your 
own dignity. 

Sir Bashfull, 
Yes, I know what I am about. 

Sir Brilliant. 

You ! — ^you are quite in the fafhion. — ^Apropos ; 
1 fancy I fhall want you to afford me your afliftance. 
You know my Lady Charlotte Modelove ? She has 
a taftc for the Theatre : at Bell Grove-place fhe has 
ah elegant ftage, where her feleft friends amufe 
themfelves now and then with a reprefentation of 
certain comic pieces. We fhall there a£l the new 
Comedy, but we apprehend fome difficulty in the 
arrangement of the feveral charafters. Now you 
Ihall aft Sir Amorous, an d 

Sir Bashfull. 
I aft. Sir ?— I know nothing of the charafter. 

Sir Brilliant. 

reach 
the ridiculous abfurdity of it, and play it as well as 
another. 



blR JBrilliant. 

Vo\ fay nothing of that. In time you may rea 
le ridiculous abfurdity of it, and play it as well 



Sir Bashfull. (afide) 

Confufion 1 he does not fufpeft, I hope— divert 
yourfelves. Sir, as you may \ but not at my expence 
Ipromifeyou. 

Sir Brilliant. 

Never be fo abrupt. Who knows but Lady Con- 

ftant may be the happy wife, the Cava Spofa of the 

Vol, IIL F piece I 
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piece! and then, yotr in lore with her, and fhe 
laughing at you for it, will give a zeft ro the humour, 
which everybody will relifliin themoft cxquifite de- 
gree. 

Sir BASHFirLL/ 

Pof this is too niuch. You are very pleafant, 
but you won't eafily get me to play the fooK 

Sir Brilliant^ 

Well, corifider of it. I fhall be delighted to fee 
my friend SirBafhfuU tied to his wife's apron -firing, 
and with a languifhing look melting away in admira- 
tion of her charms. Oh! ho! ho!'ho!— adieu j a 
rhonneur; good morning. Sir Balhflifl. [£x//. 

Sir Bashfull. 

I don't know what to make of all this.r But 
there is no danger. As long as no body knows 
it, I may venture to love my wife. There will be 
no harm, while the fecret is kept as clofe as night, 
concealed in tenfold darknefs, from the wits and 
fcofFers of the age* 

Enter Lovemore. 

Sir Bashfull. 
Well, well ? • -how have you managed ? 

LOVEMORE. 

As I could wffh : flie is infinitely obliged to m?/ 
ahd will never forget the civility^ 
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Sir Bashfull. 
Aihoufknd tkanks to you; I dm hot iu^efted ? 

LOVEMORE; 

iShe has not a diftant idea of you in this bufinefi. 
Ihe was rather delicate at firft> and hefitdted^ and 
thought it art indecorum to accept of money cvta 
from a friend. But that objeftion foon vanifhed. I 
told her it is but too viliHe that flie is unfortu- 
nately yoked with a husband, whofe humour will 
hever be fofteni^d down to the lead compliance with 
her inclinations. 

Sir Bashfull. 
That was well faid> and had a good cffeft, I hope, 

LOVEMORE* 

i hope fo tod* 

Sik Bashfull* 
It helps to carry on the plot^ you know. 

LoVEMORE* 

Admirjtbly i it puts things in the train I wllh. 

StR Bashfull. 

And fo, to cover the defign, you gave me the worft 
of characters. 

LoVEMORE. 

I painted yoii in terrible colours. 

Fa SiK 
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V 

Sir Bashfuli.. 

Do fo allways, and (he will never fufpedt me of 
being privy to any civility you may (hew her. 

I-OVEMORE. 

I would not have you know any thing of my being 
civil to her for the world. I have fucceeded thus far. 
I talked a few mu(ly fentences, fuch as, the perfon, 
"#ho receives a civility, confers the obligation, and (b 
with fome relu<5tance (he complied at laft, and 
things are now upon the footing I would have theni. 
— De^th and fury! there comes my wife. 

Sir Bashfull. 
Ay, and here comes my wife. 

LoVEMqjilE. 

What the devil brings Jier hither ? 

Sir Bashfull. (afide) 

Now, now ; now let me fee how he will carry it 
before Mrs. Lovemore. — ^Walk in, madam ! walk in 
Mrs. Lovemore. 

Enter Mrs. Lovemore, and Lady Constant, ai 

oppojite doors. 

Lady Constant; 

Mrs. Lovemore, to fee you abroad is a novelty 
indeed. 



Mrs. 
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Mrs. Love more; 

As great perhaps as that of finding your ladyfliip 
at home. Mr. Lovemore, I did not expefttohave 
the pjeafure of meeting you* 

LOVEMORE. 

Then we are both agreeably furprizcd. 

Sir Bashfull. 
Now mind how he behaves* {afide) 

Mrs. LoVEMORE. 

I thought you were gone to you city-banker. 

LoVEMORE. 

And you find that you are miftaken. ^ I have de- 
ferred it till the evening — {aJiJe) 'Sdeath ! to be 
teazed in this manner. 

Sir Bashfull. • {afide) 

No, no ; he won't drop the mafk. {Looks at Lady 
Conftani) She has touched the cafti j I can fee the 
bank-i^otes fparkling in her eyes, 

Mrs, LoVEMORE. 

^ If you don't go into the city till the evening, may 
I hope for your company at dinner, Mr. L,ove- 
more? 

.*. '■ 

LoVEMORE. 

The queftion is entertaining, but as it was fettled 
this morning, I think it has loft the graces of novelty. 

F 3 Sia 
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• Sir Bashfull. 

He won't let her have the leaft fufpicion Qf hisre-: 
gard. {aftde) 

Lady Constant, 

I dare fay Mr. Lovemore will dine at home, if it 
conduces to your happinefe. Ma'am ; and Sir Bafli- 
full, I take it, wiU dine at home for the contrary 
reafon, 

* Sir Bashfull. 

Madam, I will dine at home, or I will dine abroadji 
for what reafon I pleafe, and it is my pleafure to give 
no reafon for either •-; — r-Loyemore ! {koks ^t him 
and /miles X ^ 

L6vE^f ORE {^ajide to Sir BaJhfuU.) 
Bravo ! what a blockhead it is ? 

Mrs. Lovemore. 

As you have your chariot at the door, Mr. Love- ' 
more, if you have no bbjeftion, I will fend awly my 
chair, and you may do nie ^he honour of a plac^ i^ 
your carriage, ^ . 

LoVEMOkE, 

The honour will be very great to me, but-^- — fc| 
many places to call at.— If I * had known this 
foone r Y ou h^ad better keep ypyr chair. 

Sir Bashfull. {afide) 

Cunning ! cunning ! he would not be feen in hisi 

chariot 
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chariot with her for the world. He has ijiorc difcre- 
tion than Thave, 

* 

Laexy Constant. 

Mrs. Lovemore, fince you have at laft ventured 
to come abroad, I hope you will think it a change 
for the better. You are too domeftick. I Ihall ex- 
peft now to fee you often : and apropos, I am to 
have a rout to-morrow evening; if you will do me 
the honour of your company ■ ■■ 

Sir Bashfull. 

A rout to-morrow evening ! you have a rout every 
evening, I think. Learn ot Mrs. Lovemore ; imi- 
tate her example, and don't let me have your hurri- 
cane months all the year round in imy houfe.— -Hip ! 
{afide) Lovemore, how do you like me ? 

Lovemore. {afide to SirBafhfull) 

You improve upon it every time. But I am 
loitering here as if I had nothing to do. — My Lady 
Conftant, I have the honour to wifh your ladyfhip 
a good morning* SirBafhfull, your's. — Madam — 
(Jbows gravely to Mrs. Lovemore , hums a tune and 
Exit) 

Sir Bashfull. {afide) 

He knows how to play the game. I'll try what I 
can do. Mrs. Lovemore, I have the honour to 
wifh you a good morning. NlL?iAiim—'(^bows gravely 
to Lady Cmjtant^ hums a tune^ and Exit) 

Mrs. Lovemore, 
Two fuch hu/bands ! 

F 4 Lady 
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Lady Constant: 

As to my fwain, I grant you : Mr. Lovemore 13 
at leaft well-bred J he has an underftanding, and 
may in time refleft. Sir Bafhfuil never qualifies 
himfelf with the fmajleft tinfture of civility. 

Mrs. Lovemore. 

If civility can qualify the draught, I inufl: allow 
Mr. Lovemore to have a fkilful hand. But there is 
no end of his projefts. Every day opens a new 
fcene. Another of his intrigues is come to light. I 
came to confqlt with your ladyfhip. I know yoq 
are acquainted with the widow Bellmour. 

Lady Constant* 
The widow Bellmour ? I know her perfeftly well, 

Mrs. Lovemore, 

Not fo well, perhaps, as you may imagine. She 
has thrown out the lure for rny wild gallant, and in 
order to deceive me— ^ — * 

Lady Constant. 

My dear, you mull be miftaken. Who tells you 
this? 

Mrs. Lovemore, 

Oh ! I can truft to my intelligence. Sir Brilliant 
Fafhion, by way of blind to me, has been this morn- 
ing drawing fo amiable a pifture of the lady-— 

Ladv 
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Lady Constant. 

' Sir Brilliant's authority is not always the beft, 
but in this point, you may truft to him. 

Mrs. LOVEMORE. 

But when you have heard all the circumftances-^ 

Lady Constant. 

Depend upon it, you are wrong. I know the wi- 
dow BeUmour. Her turn of charafter, and way of 
thinking— ■ — 

Mrs. LoVEMORE. 

Excufe me. Madam, You decide without hear- 
ing me. 

1^ Lady Constant. 

All fcandal, take my word for it. Efe)wever, let 
me hear your ftory. We'll adjourn to my drefling- 
room,. if you will ; and I promife to confute all you 
can fay. — I would have you know the widow BeU- 
mour : you will be in loye with her. — My dear Ma- 
dam, have not you a tinge of jealoufy ?— -Beware of 
that malady. If you fee things through that me- 
dium, I fhall give you up j 

That jaundice of the mind, whofe colours ftrike 
On friend and foe, and paint them all alike 



End of the SECOND ACT. 
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ACT the THIRD. 

9 

$^me^ an Jpartment at the Widow BellmourV/ 
. Jeveral chairs ^ a toilette, a book-cafe^ and a bar^u 
chord difpojed up and down, 

MiGNioNET, (putting things in order n) 

I Don't well know what to make of this fame Lord 
Etheridg^. He is coming here again to-day, I 
fuppofe : all this neatnefs, and all this care muft be 
for him.-r- Well, it does not fignify: (arranging the 
chairs) there is a pleafvire in obeying Madam Bell- 
moun She is afweet lady, that's the truth of it.-^- 
'Twere a pity any of thefe men, with their deeeitfull 
arts, fhould draw her into a fnare.— -But (he knows 
f hern all. They muft rife early who can outwit her, 

(fettling th§^ toilette) 

Enter Mrs. Bellmqur, readings 

Oh ! Heft with temper y whofe unclouded ray 
Can make to-morrow chearfull as- to-day ; 
She who can own ajifter's charms, and hear 
Sighs for a daughter with unwounded ear -, 
^hat never anfwers till a huf}?and cools. 
And iffhe rules him, never f hews the rules. 

genfible^ elegant Pope ! 

Charms by accepting, by fubmitting fways. 
Yet has her huniour mofl^ when ft) e obeys. 

(feems to read en) 
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MrCI^IONET. 

Lord love my miftrefs ! always fo charming, fp 
gay, ^d {q happy ! 

Mrs, Bellmoui^. 

Thefe exquifite charadters of women ! they are a 
fort of painters gallery, where one fees the portraits 
pf all one's acquaintance, and fometimes we fee our 
own featufes tpOf Mignipnct, put this book in it's 
place. 

MiGNIONET, 

•t 

Yes, ma'am ; and there's your toilet looks a^ ele- 
gant as hands can make it, 

Mrs. Bellmour, 

Does it ? I think it does. You have fome tafte. 
Apropos, where is my new fong ? ■■ O h ! here it 
is : 1 muft make myfelf miftrefs of it (plays upon 
the harp/i€bor4 and Jfings a little) I bplieye, Ihave 
conqiief ed it. (rifes and goes to her toilet) This hair 
is always tormenting me, always in diforder : this 
lock muft be for ever gadding out of it's place. I 
muft and will fybdue it. — Do you know, Mignionetj, 
that this is a very pretty fong ? It was writ by my 
Lord Etheridge. My Lord feas a turn, {ftngs a little^ 
I muft be perfeft before he comes, (hums the tune) 
Do you know that I think my Lord is one of thofe 
men, who may b|N endured ? 

MiGNIONET. 

Yes, M^'am, I know you think fo^ 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Bellmour. 
Do you ? 

MignioneT. 

And if I have any (kill. Ma'am, you are not with- 
out a little partiality for his lordfhip. 

Mrs, Bellmour. 

Really ? Then you think I like him perhaps. 
Do you think I like him ? I don't well know how 
that is. Like him ! no, not abfolutely ; it is not 
decided : and yet I don't know, if 1 had a mind to 
humour myfelf, and to give way a little to inclina- 
tion, there is fomething here in my heart that would 
bebufy, I believe. — The man has a foftnefs of man- 
ner, a turn of wit, and does not want fentiment. 
Can I call it fentiment ? Yesy I think I may. He 
has fentiment ; and then he knows the manners, the 
ufage of the world, and he points out the ridicule of 
things with fo much humour ! 

MiGNIONET. 

You'll be caught. Ma'am ; I fee that. — To be 
fure, my lord has a quality-air, and can make him- 
felf agreeable. But what of that ? You know but 
very little of him. Is a man's charafter known in 
three or four week's time ? (Mrs. Bellmour bums a 
tune) Do, my dear madam, mind what I^ fay : I am 
at times very confiderate. I make my remarks, and 
I, fee very plainly Lord, ma'afh, what am I do- 
ing ? I am talking to you for your own- good, and 
you are all in the air, and no more mind me, no, no 
more than if I was nothing at all. 

Mrs. LovEMORE. (continues humming a tune) 

You talk wonderfully well upon the fubjed^ but 

as 



A C O M E D Y. 93 

as I know how the cards lie, and can play the beft 
of the game j and as I have a fong to amufe nie, one 
is inclined to give mulical nonfenfe the preference. 

MiGNIONZT. 

I aflbre you, ma'am, I am not one of thofe fer- 
vants, that bargain for their miftrefs's inclinations : 
but you are a going to take a leap in the dark. 
What does pay Lord Etheridge mean, with his chair 
always brou^t into the hall, and the curtains clofe 
about his ears ? Why does he not he come like him- 
felfi and not care who fees him ? There's fome 
myftery at the bottom, I'll be fworn thfere is; andfo 
you'll find at laft. — ^Dear heart. Ma'am ! if you are 
determined not to liften, what fignifies my living 
with you ? At this rate, I am of no fcrvice to you. 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

There ; — I have conquered my fong. {runs to her 
glqfs) How do I look to day ? The eyes do well 
enough, I think. — ^And fo Mignionet, you imagine 
I ftiall play the fool, and marry my Lord Etheridge ? 

Mignionet. 

You have it through the very heart of you : I fee 
that. ^ 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

Do you ? — I don't know what to fay to it. Poor 
Sir Brilliant Fafhiofi ! if I prefer his rival, what will 
become of him ?-^I won't think about it. 



Enter 
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Enter I^oMPEVi 

Kirs. 6blI;MOUR4 

What the matter^ Pompey ? 

POMPEY; 

A lady in i, chair defires to know if your laclyihi{) 
is at home ? 

Mrs. &£LLMtOl^Ii4 

Has the lady no name ? 

Yes s 1 fancies fhe has^ ma*am ; but (he did hot tell 
it, 

Mrs. Bellmour. 
How aukward ! — well, (hew thii lady Up-ftairs* 

MlGNIONET* 

Fjad i^ot you better receive her in the drlwing- 
roon^j ma'am ? I have not half done my bufinefs here* 

Mrs. BeLlmour. 

Oh ! you h^e done very welL There will bclcb 
formality here. I dare fay it is^fome intimate? ac- 
quaintance, though that foolifh boy does not recollcS |^ 
her name*-— Here Ihe comes* 1 doh't know hen 



Enter Mrs. Lovemore* 

Mrs. LovE\fORE. {di/concerted) 
I beg pardon for this intrufion. 



Mr^ 
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Mrs. BellMour. 

Pray walk irt, ma'am* Mignionet, reach a chair* 
(^Mrs. Lovemore crojfes the JiagCy and tbeyjalute each 
other with an air of diftant cvinlity) 

Mrs. Lovemore. 

I am afraid this vifit from one, who has not the 
honour of knowing yo u 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

Oh make no apology, ma'am. — Mignionet you 
may withdraw. {Exit Mignionet) 

Mrs. Lovemore.- 

It may appear extraordinary that a Arranger thus^ 
intrudes upon you j — but a particular circumftancc 
deterqiined me to take this liberty. I hope you will 
excufc the freedom. 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

You do me honour, ma'am ; pray no excufes. A 
particular circumftance, you fay ? 

Mrs. Lovemore. 

I fliall appear, perhaps, very ridiculous, and in- 
deed I am afraid I have done the moft abfurd thmg I 
but alady of your acquaintance — ^yoii know my lady 
Conftant, ma'am? 

Mrs, Bellmour. 
Extremely welL 

Mrs. Lovemore. 

She h»s given you fuch an amiable chaiaifter for 

bene- 
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benevolence ,and a certain elegant way of thinking/ 
entirely your own, that I flatter myfelf, if it is in 
your power, you will be generous enough to afford 
me your aflSftancc. 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

Lady Conftant is very obliging. Make a trial of 
me, ma'am, and if I can be of any ufe— *— ^ 

Mrs. LOVEMORE. 

I fear I fliall aflc you a ftrange aueftion :--- -arc 
you acquainted with a gentleman or the name of 
Lovemore ? 

^ • 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

Lovemore ? No fuch name in my lift.— Love- 
more ? No ; — I recoUedt no fuch perfon. The 
circle of my acquaintance is fmall : I am almoft a 
ftranger in town. 

Mrs. Lovemore. 

That makes an end, JMa'am. I beg your pardon. 
I have given you an unnecelTary trouble, (going) 

Mrs. Bellmour. {afide) 

lyiighty odd this! her manner is interefting.-- 
You have given me no trouble, but my curiofity is 
excited, {takes her by the hand) I beg you will keep 
your chair. Pray be feated. — What can this mean? 
{afide) Will you be fo good as to inform me, who 
the gentleman is ? 

Mrs. Lovemore. 

The ftory will be unintcrefting to you, and to me 

ic 
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it IS painfull. My grievances (puts her handker- 
chief to her eyes). - 

Mrs, Bellmour. {afide) 

Her grief afFefts me. {looks at her tilljhe has ^re- 
covered her/elf) I would not importime too much— - 

Mrs. LOVEMORE. 

You have fuch an air of franknefs and generofity, 
that I will open myfelf without referve : I have the 
tendereft regard for Mr. Lovemore: I have been 
married to him thefe two years. 1 admired his un- 
derftanding, his fenfibility, and his fpirit. My heart 
was his; I loved him with unbounded paflion. I 
thought the flame was mutual, and, yqu may believe 
I was happy. But of late, there is fuch a revolution 
in his temper! I know not what to make of it. lam 
doomed to be unhappy. 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

Perhaps not : you may ftill have much in your 
power. ' 

Mrs. Lovemore. 

My power is at an end. Inftead of the looks of 
afFeftion, and the expreffions of tendernefs, with 
which he ufed to meet me, it is nothing now but 
cold, averted, fuperficial civility y while abroad he 
runs on in a wild career of pleafure, and to my deep 
affliftion, has attached himfelf entirely to another 
object, 

Mrs. BlLLMOUK. 

And if I had known Mr. Lovemore, do you ima- 
gine that my advice or perfuafion would avail you 
any thing ? 

Vol, III. G .Mrs. 
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Mrs. LOVEMORE, 

I had fuch a fancy, iajide) What can I think of her ? 

Mrs« Bellmour, 

You are much miftaken. In thefe cafes friendst may 
interpofe, but what can they do? They reconar 
mend a wife to the good will, the honour, and gene- 
rofity of her hu/band, - But when a woman, who 
fhould be etteemed and loved, is reconrimended aa 
an objeft of compaflion, Ihe is humbled indeed : it 
13 all over with her^ A wife Ihould recommend 
herfelf by the graces of her perfon, and the variety 
of her talent?. Men will prove falfe, and if there 
is nothing in your complaint by t mere gallantry on 
his fide, I proteft J do pot fee t|ia; your cafe is fq 
very bad, 

Mrs, Lovemore, 
Can it be worfe. Ma'am ? 

Mrs. BELLMOURt 

A great deal..— If his afFeftions, inftead of bejng 
alienated, had been extinguiflied, what would be th^ 
confequence J-^— A downright, fuUen, habitual infen^ 
fibility, From that lethargy of affe^ion a man is 
not eafily recalled. In all Love's bill of mortality 
there is not a more fatal diforder. But this is no? 
the cafe with Mr. Loyembre : by your account, he 
ftill has fentiment \ apd where there is fentiment, 
there is room to hope for an alteration.— But where 
the heart has loft it's feeling, you have the pain of 
finding yourfelf negleded ^ and for what ? The 
man is grown ftupid, and to the warm beams of 
wit and beauty, ^ imptnetrable as ap ice-houfe, 

: . Mrs- 
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Mrs. LOVEMORE. 



That is not my complaint. I have to do with 
one, who is too fufceptible of impreflions from every 
beautiful objed that comes in his way. 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

Why, fo much the better. A new idea ftrikeis his 
fancy. He is inconftant, but after wavering and 
fluttering, he may fettle at laft, 

Mrs. LoVEMORE, 

How light fhe makes of it ! She apologizes for 
him ! ^ {aftde) 

Mrs. Bellmour, ' 

And perhaps, the fault is on the woman's fide.— 

Mrs. LoVEMORE. 

The virtue of my conduft, Madam- 
Mrs. Bellmour, 

Oh ! I would have laid my life you would be at 
that work. But virtue is not the queftion at pre- 
fent. I fuppofe virtue ; that is always underftood. 
The fault I mean, is the want of due attention to the 
art of pleafmg. It is there that mod women fail. 
In thele times, virtue alone may be its own reward. 

Mrs. Lovemore, 

> 

But after being married fo long, and behaving ail 
the time with fuch an equality — 
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Mrs. Bellmour. 

Ajy^ that equality is the rock fo many fplit upon, 
The men will change j they love variety, fl-xcyf^ 
my freedom. Do you know your rival ? 

Mrs. LOVEMORE. 

Ther^ I own J arn fon:\ewhat puzzle4« 

Mr$. Bellmour. 

Never throw up the cards for all that. Take my 
advice. Ma'am.— Employ but half the pains yoq 
now ufe perhaps in teazing yourfelf, to vie with the » 
pcrfon who has ftruck your hufband's fancy, — rto vie 
with her, I fay, in the arts of pleafing ; do this, and 
viftory is your's. If I judge right, you have quali-? 
ties th^t maj^ difpute his heart with anjr body, 

Mrs. LoVEMORE, 

You are pleafed to compliment, 

Mrs. Bellmour, 

Oh ! by no means ; but you muft exert yourfelf. 
It is the wife's bufinefs to bait the hook for her huf- 
band with variety. Virtue alone will not do it. Vice 
puts on allurements ; why fhould not truth and in- 
nocence do the fame ? That is the whole affair, 
JMa'am : I would not make myfelf uneafy, 

Mrs. LoVEMORE, 

Not uneafy, when a wild, ungrateful libertine-ri 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

give nie leaye, J h^ye be?n married, antj am ^ 

'' • • * littl5 
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little in the fecret.— To win a heart is eafy ; to keep 
it the difficulty. After the fatal words " for better^ 
*^ for worfe/' women in general relax into indo- 
leiice, and while they are guilty of no infidelity, they 
think every thing is right. Biit they ^rt miftaken i 
a great deal is wanting ; an addrefs, vivacity, a de- 
fire to pleafe. — ^A favourite poet^ — Prior he exprefTed 
it with delicacy : 

Above the fix'd and fettled rules 
Of vice and virtue in the fchools^ 
The better part fhould fet before 'em 
A grace, a nnanner, a decorum. 

Mrs. LOVEMORE. 

But when the natural tempe r ' * 



Mrs* Bellmour^ 

' * ' .-i 

Oh ! the natural temper piuft be forced. Horh(i 

mull be made a place of pleafure to the hu/band* 

How is that to be done ? Virtue of itfelf will not 

pleafe the tafte of this age j and that equality, which 

yob talk ofi is a famenefs that palls and wearies. A 

wife fhould throw infinite variety into her manner. 

She ftiould, as it were, multiply herfclf, and fliew a 

number of different women colledted in her own per- 

fdn» Thfe grave^ the gay, the tender, afFeftionatCi 

witty, filent, and talkative, all in their turns, all 

Ihifting the fcene, ahd flie fucceeding to herfelf as 

quick as lightening. And this I take to be the 

tvhole myflery 5 the way to keep a man. — ^But I beg 

your pardon. I go on too fall : you will think me 

the giddieit creature. 

G 3 Mife, 
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Mrs. LOVEMORE. 

Quite the reverfe. Ma'am ; you are fb obliging.— • 
(afide) Sir Brilliant has told me truthj I believe. 

Mrs. BellMour. 

I have tired myfelf and you too.— But pray, may 
I now enquire, who was fo kind as to intimate that I 
am acquainted with Mr. Lovemore ? 

Mrs. Lovemore* 

It was a mere miftake. I have given you a great 
deal of trouble. You will excufe my franknefs j I 
had heard that his vifits were frequent here. 

Mrs. Bellmour- 

His vifits frequent here ! My Lady Conftant 
could not tell you fo ? 

Mrs. Lovemore. 

She told me quite the contrary. She knows your 
amiable qualities, and does you juftiee* 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

The accident is lucky : it has procured me the 
honour of your acquaintance. And I fuppofe you 
imagined that I had robbed you of Mr. Lovemore's 
heart? — Scandal will be buzzing about. I can 
laugh at every thing of that fort, {a rap at the 
door) Oh ! Heavens I fome troublefome vifit.— 

^rings a bell) 
Enter 
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Enter MigkiOket* 

Mrs^ Bellmour. 
1 am noe ^t h(Mne» Goj and give an anfwen 

MiGNIONEt* 

It is Loi-d Ethericlge, Ma*am : he is Coming up 
ftairs. The fenrants did not know you had changed 
your mind* 

Mrs. Bellmour* 

Was ever afiy thing (b crofs ? Tell his Lordihip 
1 have company 5 I am bufy j I am not well j any 
thing, don't let him come in* Make hafte^ dif* 
patch t^ I won't fee him* 

Mrs* LOVEMORE* 

I beg I may not hinder you : I (hall take my 
leave* 

Mt*s. Bellmour* 

By no means. Our converfation grows intereft* 
ing. I pofitively will not fee my Lord. 

Mrs* Lovemore* 

J can't agree to that. You muft fee his Lord-* 
ibip. I can ftep into another room* 

Mrs* Bellmour* 

Will you be fo gbod ?— You will find fomething 
to amufe you in that cabinet* (points to a door in 
4be back Jcene) We muft talk further* My Lord 
ihan't ftay long. 

G 4 Mrs 
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Mrs. LovEMORs. 
Nay, but if you ftand upon ceremony- 



Mrs. Bellmour. 

Very well : I'll contrive it. This is a lover of 
mine. A lover and a hufband are the fame thing. 
Perhaps it will divert you to hear how I manage 
him. I hear him on the flairs. Make hafte : Mig- 
nionet fhew the way. {A^s. Lovemore and Mipiionet- 
go out at the backfcene) 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

Let me fee how I look to receive him. 

{runs to her gla/s) 

Enter Lovemore, with a Star and Garter^ as 

Lord Etheridge* 

» 

Lovemore- 

A heavenly image in the glajs appears, 

*To that/he bends, to that her eyesjhe rears ^ 

Repairs her Jmiles f ' 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

Repairs her fmiles, my Lord ! You are fatirical 
this morning. Pray, my Lord, are my features out 
of repair, like an old houfe in the country, that 
wants a tenant ? 

Lovemore* 

Nay, now you wreft the words from their vifible 
intention. You can't fuppofe that I impute to fuch 
perfed beauty the Icaft want of repair, whatever 

may 
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may be the cafe. Ma'am, with regard to the want of 
a tenant. 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

Oh ! then your opinion is, that I want a tenant. 
And perhaps you think I am going to put up a bill 
to fignify to all paflers-by, that here is a manfion to 
be let, enquire of the widow Blackacre. I like your 
notion ; I don't think it would be a bad fcheme. 
Shall I try it J 

A palace needs no fuch invitation. It^s natural 
beauty attrafts admiring eyes. But who can bid up 
to the price ? The perfon who is able to do it— » 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

Will be happy j I know that is what you are 
going to fay. But he mufl: do homage for it; and 
then I will let it to none but a fingle gentleman. 
Do you know any body, whom thofe conditions will 
fuit? 

LOVEMORE, 

Thofe conditions. Ma'am {pfide) What ,the 

devil does Ihe mean ? I am not detefted, I hope, 

* ^To be fure. Ma'am, thofe conditions — And— ' 

none but fingle gentlemen will prefume to 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

And then It mull be a leafe for life. But that 
will never do. Nobody will be troubled with it. I 
fliall never get it aiF my hands ; do you think I 
ftall, my Lord ? 

Love- 
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Love MORE* 

There muft be very litde taftc left, if you have: 
not a number of bidders* You know the ambition 
pf my heart ; you know I am devbted to yotij upon 
any terms, even though it were to be bought with 
life. 

Mrs. BellMour* 

Heavens ! what a dying fwain yoii are ! And 
does your Lordfhip mean to be guilty of matri- 
mony ? Lord ! what a queftion have 1 afked ? To 
be fure. I am the giddieft creature. My Lord, don'C 
you think me a ftrange madcap ? 

L0V£AI0RE» 

A Vein of wit, like your's, that Springs sit once 
from vivacity and fentiment, ferVes to exdt youf 
beauty, and give animation to every charm* 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

Upon my word, you have faid it finely !- — But yoif 
are in the right, my Lord. Your penfive, melan- 
choly beauty is the mod infipid thing in nature^ 
And yet we often fee features without a mindi 
and the owner of them fits in the room with youj 
like a mere vegetable, for an hour together, till zt 
laft flie is incited to the violent exertion of, ** Ycs^ 

Sir" " I fancy not. Ma'am," and then a matter 

of faft converfation ! ** Mifs Beverley is going to 
'* be married to Captain Shoulder-Knot— My Lord 
** Mortgage has had another tumble at Hazard-- 
•^ Sir Harry Wilding has loft hfe eleftion — ^They fay 
" fliort-aprons arc coming into falhion*'* 
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LOVEMORE. 

Oh ! a matter of fa£t conveifacion is infupport* 

ible. 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

But you meet with nothing elfc. All in great Ipi- 
its about nothing, and not an idea among them. 
M to Ranelagh^ or to what piiblic place you will, ic 
s juft the fame. A lady comes up to you j " How 
rharmingly you look I — But my dear M'em, did you 
icar what happened to us the other night ? — Wc 
Rrcre going home from the Opera — you know my 
lunt Roly-Poly i it was her coachi. There was flie 
ind Lady Betty Fidget — What a fwect blonde 1 
How do you do, my dear ? {curtfying as to another 
piaj by) My Lady Betty is quite recovered j we 
were all frightened about her; but Dodor Snake-* 
root was called in; no» not Doctor Snake-root, 
Doftor Bolus ; and io he altered the courfe of the 
medicines^ and fo my Lady Betty is purely now.— 
Well, there was (he^ and my aunt, and Sir Georse 
Bragwell — a pretty man Sir George— fineft teeth ui 
the world— Your Ladyftiip's moft obedient— (n^r/- 
fjing) We expefted you laft night, but you did 
not come.— He ! he ! he !— And fo there was Sir 
George and the reft of us ; and io turning the corner 
of Bond-ftrect, the brute of a coachman— I humbly 
thank your Grace {curtjys) — the brute of a coach- 
man overturned us, and fo my aunt Roly-Poly was 
frighted out of her wits ; and Lady Betty has had 
her nerves again. Only think ! fuch accidents ! — 
I am glad to fee you look fo well ; a Thonneur ; he ! 
he! he!" 

Love- 



to8 THE WAY TO KEEP HlR 



LOVEMOR E i 

Ho! ho ! you fxaint to the life; I fee her.mov-s 
ing before me in all her airs. 

Mrs. BellMour; , 

With this convferfation their whole ftock is ex- 
haiifted, and away they run to cards; Quadriile has 
murdered wit ! 

LoVEMORE; 

Ay, and beauty too. Cards are the worft ene- 
nnies to a completion : the fmall-pox is not fo bad* 
The paflions throw themfelves into every feature : I 
have feen the countenance of an angel changed, in a 
moment, to abfolute deformity : the little loves and 
graces, that fparkled in the eye, bloomed in the 
cheek, and fmiled about the mouth, all wing their 
flight, and leave the face, which they before 
adorned, a prey to grief, to anger, malice, and fury^ 
and the whole train of fretful paffions* 

Mr5. ^ELLMOURi 

And the language of the paflions is fometlmCs 
heard upon thofe ocCafions. 

LoVEMORfi* 

Very true. Ma'am j and if by chancfc they dd 
bridle and hold in a little, the ftruggle they undergo* 
is the moft ridiculous fight in nature* 1 have feen a 
huge oath quivering on the pale lip of a reigning 
toaft for half an hour together, and an uplifted eye 
accufing the gods for the lofs of an odd trick. And 
then, at laft, the whole room is a babel of founds* 
** My Lord, you flung away the game. — Sir Georgcy 

why 
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*' why did not you rough the fpade ? — Captain Ha- 
*^ zard, why did not you lead through the honour ? 






— Ma'an? it was not the play — pardon me Sjr — 
but ma'am, — but Sir— I would not play with you 
*' for draws ; don't you know what Hoyle fays ? — 
^' If A ^nd B are partners againft C and D, and 
^' the game nine all, A and B have won three tricks, 
** and C and D four tricks; C leads his fuit, D 
" puts up the King, then returns the fuit; A pafles, 
** C puts up the queen, and B trumps it ; and fo 
^' A and B and C and D are bandied about;'* 
they attack, they defend, and all is jargon, andcon- 
fufion, wrangling, noife, and nonfenfe; and high 
life, an4 polite converfation.— Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

Ho ! ho ! the pencil of Hogarth could not do it 
better. And yet ope is dragged to thefe places. One 
mufl: play fomefimes. We muftlet our friends pick 
our pockets ppw and then, or they drop our acquain- 
tance. Do you eyer play, rny Lord ? 

LOVEMORE. 

Play, Ma'am ? — (ajtde) What does flie mean ? 
I mull play the hypocrite to the end of the chapter, 
• — Play ? — Now and then, as you fay one muft ; to 
oblige, and from neceflity ; but from tafte, or in- 
plination, no ; 1 ne yer touch 4 card. 

Mrs. Bellmour, 

Oh ! yery true ; I forgot. You dedicate your 
time to the Mufes ; a downright rhyming Peer. Do 
ou know, my Lord, that 1 anri charmed with your 



I 



ong ? 



Love 
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Are you ? 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

Abfolutely ; and I really thilik you would make an 
admirable Vauxhall poet, 

LOVEMORE* 

Nay, now you flatter me, 

Mrs. BEi'LMouRt 

No, as I live 5 it \s very pretty. And do you 
know that 1 can (ing it already ? Come, you iliall 
hear how I murder it. I have no voice to-day, but 
you fhall hear n^e. {Sings^) 

h 

Attend all ye f air y and Til tell you the art 

To bind ev^ty fancy with eafe in your chains 5 

To bold in /of t fetters the conjugal hearty 

And banijbfrom HvM£N bis doUtbts arid bis pains^ 

IVhen Juno was decked with the Ceftus of Love^ 
Atfirfi Jhe was handfome j Jhe charming became : 
With Jkill the f oft faffions it taught her to move^ 
To kindle at once^ and to keep up theflame^ 

III, 

*Tis this gives the eyes all their magic andfire^ 
The voice melting accents y impaffions the kijs j 
Confers the fweet fmile y that awakens defire^ 
And plants round the fair ea^b incentive to blifs. 
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IV. 

^ence flows the gay cbat^ more than reajbn tk^t charms i 
^be eloquent blujh^ that can beauty improve s 
Thefond/ighy the fond vow ; the f oft touch that alarms j 
The tender difdain^ the renewal of love. 

Y. 

Tefair^ take the CeftuSy and fraRice if s powW 2 
The mind unaccompliflf d^ mere features are vain i 
With wity with good humour enliven each hour, ' 
/^d the loves y and the graces Jhall walk in your train^ 

LOVEMORE. 

My poetry is infinitely obliged to you. It grows 
intofenfe, asyoufingit. Your voice, like the Cef- 
lus of Venu3^ beftows a grace upon every thing. 

Mrs. B^LLMOUR. 

Oh ! fulfome ! I fing horridly, {goes to the glafs) 
How do I look ?-^Don't tell me, my I -ord j you 
^re ftudying a coii^pliment, but I am refolved tg 
mortify you ; I won't hear it. — Well ! have you 
f hought of any thing ? Let it pafs ; it's too late now, 
JPray, my Lord, how came you to choofe fo grave a 
fubjeft as cpnnybiftl happinefs ? 

Love MORE. 
Clofe and particular that queftion I {afide) 

Mrs, Bellmour. 

Juno ! Hymen ! doubts and pains ! one would 
almoft fwear that yoM h^ve a wife ^t hpme^ who fat 
for the pi6ture. 

Love- 
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LovtMORE. 

Ma'am, the — {embarrajfed) The compliment— 
you are only laugliing at me— the fubjeft, from every 

day's experience {afide) Does fhe fufped: me? 

the fubjeft is common — ^Batchelors wives, you 

know ha ! ha ! And when you infpire the 

thought J when you are the bright original, it is no 
wonder that the copy — ^— 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

Horrid ! going to harp on the old firing. Odi- 
ous follicitations ! I hate all propofals. I am not 
in the humour. You muft releafe n[ic now : ypur 
vifit is rather long. I have indulged you a great; 
while. And befides, were I to liften to your vows^ 
what would become of poor Sir Brilliant Fafhion? 

LOVEMORE, 

t 

Sir Brilliant Falhion ? 

Mrs. Bellmour. 
Do you know him ? 

Lovemore. 

I know whom you mean. I have {^tn him; but 
that's all. He lives with a ftrange fet, and does noc 
move in my fphere. If he is a- friend of your% I 
have no more to fay. 
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Mrs. Bellmour. 
Is there any thing to fay againft him ? 



Lovz 



31a 



I, 
a 

V 



COMEDY. iij 

LOVEMORE. 

I have no knowledge of the gentleman, 
ho know hirh bcft, don't rate him high. A 
rurrent coin that pafles iij this town. You 
veil to beware of counterfeits. 

Mrs. Bellmour. 
iis is very alarming— 

Enter Mignionet, in a violent hurry. 

MiGNIONET. 

[ear madam, I am frighted out of my fcnfes. 
[)r Lady — ^where are the heartlhorn drops ? 

LoVEMORE. 

adyj what lady? 

NIlGNIONET. 

r ftand aflcing what lady. She has fainted 
1 on a fudden : fhe is now in ftrong hyfte- 
givc me the drops, 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

ft run to her affiftance. Adieu, my Lord. I 
: at home in the evening. Mignionet, ftep 
y. Your Lordfhip will excufe me : I Ihall 
to fee you. Come, Mignionet; make haftej 
afte» [^Exit with Mignionet. 

LoVEMORE. 

yt the lady has not overheard me. What a 

am I to carry on this fchenfte againft fo much 

innocence, and merit ? And to wear thi% 

III. H badge 
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badge of honour for the darkeft purpofes ? And 
then my friend Sir Brilliant, will it be fair to fup- 
plant him ?— Prithee, be quiet^ my dear confcience! 
none of your meddling ; don't interrupt a gentleman 
in his pleafures. Don't you know, my good friend, 
that love has no refped: for perfons, but foars above 
all laws of honour and of friendfhip ? No refleftion; 
have her I mull, and that quickly too, or fhe will 
difcover all. Befides, this is my wife's fault : why 
does not fhe make home agreeable ? I am willing to 
be happy 5 I could be conftant to her, but fhe is not 
formed for happinefs. What the devil is madam 
Fortune about now ? — {Sir Brilliant ftngs within) 
Sir Brilliant, by all that's infamous. Confufion ! no 
place to hide me ? no efcape ? The door is locked, 
mignionet, Mignionet, open the door. 

MioNioNET. {within) 
You mufl: not come in here. 

LOVEMORE. 

What fhall I do ? This flar, and this ribbon will 
bring me to difgrace. Away with this tell-tale evi- 
dence. ("Takes off the ribbon) Go, thou blufliing 
devil," and hide thyfelf for ever. {Puts it in hispcht) 

Enter Sir Brilliant, finging. 

Sir Brilliant. 

Mrs. Bellmour, I have fuch a flory for you.— 
How !— Lovemore ? 

Lovemore. 

Your flave. Sir Brilliant, your flave. {InSni^^^ 
ftar with his hat) 
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Slit Bashfull. 
id not think you had been acquainted here. 

LOVEMORB, 

u are right. I came in queft of you. I faw 
dy. I was drawn hither by mere curiofity. Wcf 
had fome converfation ; and I made it fubfer- 
to your purpofes. I have been giving a great 
5lerofyou. 

Sir Brilliant. 

u are allways at the fcrvice of your friends- 
vhat*s the matter? what are you fumbling 
? {pulls the hat) 

LOVEMORE. 

eath ! have care : don't touch me. {puts his 
er chief to his hreofi) 

Sir Brilliant; 
lat the devil ails you ? 

LoVEMORE. 

keep off — (ajide) Here's a bufinefs. — Taken in 
d way : let me pafs. — I have had a fling at Lord 
idge: he will be out of fev.our with the widow: 
e done you that good, — Racks and torments, 
id complaint ! {wanting to pajs him) 

Sir Brilliant. 
dat complaint ? You had better fit down. 

f 

H 2 Love- 
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LOVEMORE. 

Nd, no ; air, the air. I muft have a furgeon. A 
ftrokc of a tennis ball ! My Lord Rackett's un- 
lucky left h^nd. Let me pafs. There is fomething 
forming here. {p^Jf^^ bim) To be caught is the 
devil, (afide) — Don't mention my name. You 
will coiinteradb all I have faid. — -—Oh ! torture, 

torture ! 1 will explain to you another time. Sir 

Brilliant,^ your's. 1 have ferved your intereft. 

Oh ! there is certainly fomething forming. {Exit. 

Sir Brilliant. 

What does all this mean ? — -So, fo, Mrs. Loveniore's 
Aifpicions are well founded. — ^The widow has her 
private vifits, I fee. Yes, yes, there is fomething 
forming here. 

Enter Mrs. Bellmour. 

Sir Brilliant^ 

So J here fhe comes. The whole fhall be explained. 
1 hope, ma'am, that I don't interrupt you with 
any piquet-friend. 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

You are allways a torment : what brings, you hi- 
ther ? 

SiR Brilliant. 
There are times, ma'am, when a vifit 



Mrs. Bellmour. 

Is unfeafonable, and your's is fo now. How can 
you teazc me ? • 

Sir 
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Sir Brilliant. 

I thought as much.— There are fome things that 
may require to be difcufled between us. 

Mrs. Bellmour* 

Referve them all for another time. I can't hear, 
you now. You muft leave me. There is a lady 
taken ill in the next room. 

Sir Brilliant. 

And here has been a gentleman taken ill in this 
room, 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

How troublefome ! you muft begone. Do you 
dilputc my will and pleafurc ? — ^Fly this moment. 

Sir Brilliant. 
But ma'am — ^Nay, if you infift upon it (go^^) 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

But, Sir ! — I will be abfolute : you muft leave me. 
[puis him out) There, and now I'll make fure of the 
ioor. 

Enter Mrs. Lovemore, leaning on Mignionet. 

MignioAet. 
This way, madam : here is more air in this room. 

Mrs. Bellmour. 
How do you find yourfelf ? Pray fit down. 

H 3 Mrs. 
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Mrs. Love MORE. 

My fpirits were too weak. I could not fuppprt it 
any longer. Such a fcene of perfidy ! 

V 

/ 

Mrs. Bellmovr, 
You aftonifli me : what perfidy ? 

Mrs. Lovemore. 

Perfidy of the blackeft dye ! I told you that you 
were acquainted with my hufband ? 

Mrs Bellmour. 

m 

Acquainted with your hufband ! {angrily) 

Mrs. Lovemore, 

A moment's patience. — ^Yes, madam, you are ac- 
quainted with him.— The bafe man, who went hence 
but now 

Mrs. Bellmour. 
Sir Brilliant Fafhion ? 

Mrs. Lovemore. 
No i your Lord E theridge, as he calls himfelf— » 

Mrs. Bellmour. 
Lord Etheridge ? What of him pray ? 

Lovemore. 

Falfe, difiembling man ! he is my hu/band, ma'am.* 
not Lord Etheridge, but plain Mr, Lovemore; my 
Mr. Lovemore. / 

Mrs^ 
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Mrs, Bellmour. 

And has he been bafe enough to affumc a 
title to enfnare me to my undoing? 

MiCNiONE^r. (going) 

Well, for certain I believe the devil's in me : I 
always thought him a fly one. [£x//. 

Mrs. LoVEMORE, 

To fee him carrying on this dark defign,- — to fee 
the man, whom I have ever efleemed and loved,— 
the man whom I muft ftill love, — efteem him, I fear, 
I never can, — to fee him before my face, with that 
artful treachery! it was too much for fenfibllity 
like mine ; I felt the (hock too fevcrely, and I funk 
under it. 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

i am ready to fink this moment with amazement. 
I faw hifn, for the firft time, at old Mrs. Love- 
it's. She introduced him to me. The appointment 
was of her own making, 

Mrs. Lovemore, 
You know Mrs, Loveit's chara6Ver, I fuppofe, 

Mrs. Bellmour, 

The pfaftifed veteran ! ■■ ' -Could I fufpeft that a 
Woman, in her ftile of life, would lend herfelf to a 
vile ftratagenri againft my honour ? That (he would 
join in a confpiracy againft her own fex ? — Mr. 
L-ovemore, (hall never enter thefe doors again. — I 
^rn obliged to you, ma'am, for this vifit ; to me a 
providential incident. I am forry for your Ihare in 
i^« The difcovery fecures my peace and happinefs ; 

H 4 ' . to 
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to you, it is a fatal convidion, a proof unanfwerable 
againft tTie perfon to whom you are joined for 
life. 

Mrs. LOVEMORE. 

After this difcovery, it cannot be for life. 1 am 
tefolvednot to pafs another day under his roof. 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

Hold, hold i no fudden refolutions. Confider t 
little : paflion is a bad advifer. This may take a 
turn to your advantage. 

Mrs. LoVEMORE. 

That can never be : I am loft beyond redemp* 
tion. 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

Don't decide too raflily. Come, come, the man, 
ivho has certain qualities, is worth thinking about, 
before one throws the hideous thing away for ever. 
Mr. Lovemore is a traitor ; but is not he ftiU ami- 
able ? And befides, you have heard his fentiments. 
That fong points at fomething. Perhaps you are a 
little to blame. He did not write upon fuch a fub- 
jeft, without a caufe to fuggeft it. We will talk 
over this matter cooly. You have faved me, and I 
muft return the obligation. You fhall ftay dinner 
with nie. 

Mrs. Lovemore. 

Excufe me. Mr. Lovemore may poflibly g^ 
home. He fhall hear of his guilt, while the fenfe of 
it pierces here, and wounds me to the quick. 



Mrs- 
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Mrs. Bellmoitr. 

w there you are wrong : take my advice firfl:- 
lay fuch a plan, as may erifure him your's for 
Come, come, you muft not leave me yet. 

her band) Anfwer me one queftion :. don't 

ill think he has qualities, that do in fome fort 

gize for his vices P 

MrSi LOVEMORE. 

3n't know what to think of it : 1 hope he has. 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

y well then. I have loft a lover j you may 

)ne. Your conduft upon this occafion may 

fi him i and let me tell you that the man, who 

ip his power to atone for his faults, fliould not 

:irely defpifed. Let the wife exert herfelfj 

r try her powers of pleafing, and take my word 



e wild gallant no more abroad will roam, 
t find his lov'd variety at home. 



End of /i&^ T H I R D ACT, 
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ACT the FOURTH. 

Sceney an Apartment in Lovemore's Houfe. 

Mr. and Mrs. Lovemore, at tabky after dinner^ 
Servants taking things out of the room. 



I 



LovEMORE. {filing a glafs) 

Wonder you are not tired of the fame eternal \ 
topick, (fippi^g his wine) 



Mrs. LoVEMORE, 

If I make it an eternal topick, it is for your own 
good, Mr. Lovemqre. 

LoVEMORE. 

I know I have your good wi flies, and you have 
mine. AH our abfcnt friends, Mrs. Lovemore.^ 

(drinb) 

Mrs. LoVEMORE. 

If you would but wifh well to yourfelf. Sir, I 
fhould be happy. — But in the way you go on, your 
health muft be ruined ; day is night, and night day4 
your fubftance fquandered ; your conftitution de- 
ilroyed i and your family quite neglefted. 

LoVEMORE. 

Family neglefted ! you fee I dined at home, an^ 
this is my reward for it. . 
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Mrs. LoVEMORE. 

dined at home. Sir, becalife fomething 
has difconcerted you. You went, I fuppofe, 

law you at Lady Conftant's, to your old 
your friend Mrs. Loveit— 

LoVEMORE. 

Loveit ! ha ! ha ! I dropt her acquaintance 
o. No, my love, I drove into the city, and 
le reft of the morning upon bufinefs. I had 
counts to fettle with old Difcount the banker. 

Mrs. LoVEMORE. 

that to be fure engroffed all your time. Bu- 
luft be minded. Did you find him at home? 

LoVEMORE. 

IS by his own appointnient. I went to liIs 
ireftly after I parted from you. I have been 
re elfc. Matters of account always fatigue 



Mrs. LoVEMORE. 

jld not be too inquifitive. Sir. 

LoVEMORE. 

no ; you never are. I ftaid at the banker*s 
of the time ; and I came ftraight from his 
3 haye the pleafure of dining with you. 

(fills a glajs of zvine) 

Mrs. LoVEMORE. 

I there any finccrity in that declaration, I 

. fhouki 
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fhould be happy. A tavern life has hitherto been 
your delight. I wonder what delight you can find 
in fuch an eternal round of gaming, riot and diflipa- 
tion. Will you anfwer nne one queftion ? 

LOVEMORE. 

With great pleafure, — (afide) if it is not incon* 
vcnient. 

Mrs. LoVEMORE. 

Lay your hand on your heartj and tell me/ 
Have I deferved this ufage ? 

LoVEMORE. 

My humble fervice to you, my love, (drinks) 

Mrsl LoVEMORE. 

I am fure I have never been deficient in any one 
point of the duty I owe you. You won my heart, 
and I gave it freely. 

LovEMORE. (gmg to fleep) 
It is very true. 

Mrs. LoVEMORE. 

Your intereft has been mine. I have known no 
pleafurc unconnefted with your happinefs. Diver- 
fions, fhew, and pomp, have had no allurements for 
me. 

LovEMORE. {dropping afleep) 
Yes, — you are right— juft ai you pleafe— 



Mrs. : 
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Mrs, LovemorE. 

Had I been inclined to follow the example of 
other women, your fortune would have felt it before 
now. You might have been thoufands out of 
pocket J but your intereft has been the objcfb of 
my attention ; and your convenience—— 

LovEMORB. {turns his chair from her) 

You reafon very you reafon admir-^abl y ■ 

admi — rably allways all — allways gay 

and enter — entertaining (going to fieep) 

Mrs. LoVEMORE. 

Marriage is generally confidered as an introduc- 
tion to the great fcene of the world. I thought it a 
retreat to lefs noify and ferener pleafures. What is 
called polite company (he falls faft aJUep) was not 
my tafte. You was lavifh in expence; I was there- 
fore an ceconomift. From tlie moment marriage 
made me your's, the pleafure arifuig from your com- 
pany— ^— There ! faft afleep ! Agreeable company 
indeed ! This is ever his way. (Jhe rijes} Un- 
feeling rr>an ! ■ I t is too plain that I am grown his 
averfion. Mr. Lovemore ! (hoking at him) you 
little think what a fcene this day has brought to 
light. And yet he hopes with falfchood to varnifh 
and difguife his treachery. How mean the fubtcr- 
fuge ! Shall I rouze him now, and tax him with his 
guilt } My heart is too full, and reproach will only 
tend to exajperatc, and perhaps make him irrecon- 
cileable. The pride, that can ftoop to low and 
wretched artifice, but ill can brook detefUon. X<et 
him reft for the prefent. The widow BcUmour's ex- 
periment 
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periment may anfwer better. — I will try it at leaft. 
— Oh ! Mr. Lovemore, you will brealc my heart, 

l^Looh at him, and Exit. 

LovEMORE. (talkinginbisjleep) 

I do liften — I am not afleep. (Jleeps and nods) 
You are very right; — always right — I am only 
thinking a little. No— -no — no — {mutters indif- 
tin^ly) It was not two o'clock — in bed — in bed by 

twelve -Sir Bafhfull is an oaf-— The widow Bell- 

mour — [jleeps, and his bead rolls about ) What's 
the matter? [waking) I beg your pardon j I was 
beginning to nod. What did you fay, my dear? 
{leans on the table, without looking about) Oqe can- 
not always you know — [turns about) 'Sdeath ! flie 
is gone ! Oh ! faft afleep. This is ever the way, 
when one dines at home. Let me ftiake it off. [rijes] 
What's o'clock ? — No amufement in this houfe ; 
what fhall I do ? The Widow ? — I muft not venture 
in that quarter. My evil genius Sir Brilliant will be 
bufy there. Is any body in the way ? I muft fally 
out. My dear Venus, favour your votary this after- 
noon : 

■ Your beft arms employ. 

All wiiig'd with pleafure, and all tipt with joy. 

{^Exit^ 

Scene changes to Sir Bashfull'j. 
Enter Lady Constant and Furnish. 
Lady Constant, 



Who brought this letter ? 



Fl/R- 
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Furnish. 

A fervant of Mrs. Lovemore's: he waits an 
anfwer. 

Lady Constant. ' ^ 

M7 compliments to Mrs. Lovemore, and I'fhall 
wait upon her. 

Furnish. 
Yes, Ma'am, (going) 

Lady Constant. 

And hark ye, Furnifti ; — have the things been 
carried to Sir Brilliant, as I ordered ? 

Furnish. 

t have obeyed your Lady (hip's commands. The 
[. fteward went himftlf. Mr. Pounce, your Ladyfhip 
knows, is a trufty body. >You may depend upon his 
care. 

Lady Constant. 

Go and fend Mrs. Lovemore her anfwer. She 
may depend upon my being with her in time. 

\Es<:it Furnilh. 

Lady Constant, alone. 

What can Mrs. Lovemore want ? (reads) " La- 
^^ dyjhip^s company to a card-party : hut cards are the 
^ leaft part of my object. I have Jomeihing of higher 
*^ moment in view^ and the prefence of my friends is ab-- 
^^ Jolutely necejfary.'' There is fome myllery in all 
this. What does fhe mean ? I fliall go, and then 
the fcene will clear up: Thofe diamond buckles 

epv- 
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cnibarrafs me more than Mrs. Lovemore's unintel- 
ligible letter. Diamond buckles to me ! From 
what quarter ? Who could fend them ? Nobody 
but Sir Brilliant. I am right in my. conclufion : 
they came from him. Who could take the liberty 
but a perfon of his caft ? A prefuming man ! But 
I have mortified his vanity. Before this time, he 
lias found his diamonds thrown back upon his 
hands, with the difdain which fuch confidence de- 
ferves. — But if 1 have made a miftake ! — Oh ! no; 
no danger. Has not Sir Brilliant made overtures to 
me ? Has not he declared himfelf ? He fees Sir 
BafhfuU's behaviour, and his vanity plumes itfelf 
upon that circumftance. To give me my revenge 
againft a crazy and infufFerable hufband, he would 
fain induce me to ruin myfelf with a coxcomb. Be- 
fides i he heard the whole of Sir BaftifuU's difpute 
about diahionds and trinkets : the thing is clear i it 
was Sir Brilliant fent them j and by that ftratagem 
he hopes to bribe me into compliance. — That bait 
will never take j though here comes one, who, I am 
fure, deferves to be treated without a grain of ce- 
remony. 

En^er Sir Bashfuli.* 

Sir Bashfull. 

Here fhe is. Now let me fee whether ihe will 
take any notice of the prefent I ient her. She has 
rcafon to be in good humour, I think. — Your fer- 
vant. Madam, 

Lady Constant. 
Your addrefs is polite. Sir. 
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Sir Bashfuj.l, {afide) 

Still proud and obftinate! — Has any thing hap- 
pened to difturb the harmony of your temper ? 

Lady Constant. 

Confidering what little difcord you make, it is % 
wonder that my temper is hot always in tune* 

Sir Bashfull; 
If yoy never gave me caufe. Madam—- 



Lady Constant. 

Oh! for mercy fake, truce with altercation. 1 
am tired out with the eternal violence of your 
temper. Thofe frequent ftarts of paffion hurry me 
out of my fenfes : and thofe unaccountable whims, 
that hold fuch conftant pofleffion of you - 

Sir Bashfull. 

Whims, Madam ? -— Not to comply with you 
in every thing is a whim, truly. Mull I yield to 
the exorbitant demands of your extravagance? 
When you laid clofe nege to me for diamond 
bawbles, and I know not what, was that a whim of 
mine ? Did I take that fancy into my head, with- 
out caufe, and without fufEcient foundation ? 

Lady Constant. 

Well, we have exhaufted the fubjeft. Have not 
you told me a thoufand times that thei^ is no living 
with me ? I agree to it. And have not I returned 
the compliment ? We have nothing new to fay; 
and now, all that remains, is to let the lawyer re- 
"ilice to writing our mutual opinions, and fo we inay 

Vol. III. I pare 
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part with the pleafure of giving each other a mc 
woeful! charafter. 

Sir Bashfull. (ajlde) 

The buckles have had no effedL Stubborn ! ft 
has received them, and won't own it. 

Lady Constant. 

A da(h of your pen, Sir, at the foot of certain ai 
tides now preparing, will make us both eafy. (goin^ 

Sir Bashfull. 
If we don't live happily, it is your own fault. 

Lady Constant. 
That is very old. 

Sir Bashfull. 
If you would controul your paflion for play — - 

Lady Constant. 
Quite threadbare ! 

Sir Bashfull. 
I have ftill a regard for you. 

Lady Constant. 

Worn-out to frippery ! — I can't hear any more 
The law will drefs it up in new language for us, ape 
that will en4 our differences. 

Sir Bashfull. {alone) 
I muft unburthen my heart ; there is no tiaic tc 
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oft. I love her; I admire her; Ihe inflames n)y 
lereft paflions, and raifes fuclt a conflift here in 
very heart, I cannot ^ny longer conceal the fe- 
from her. TU go and tell her all this moment. 
Jut then that rheddling fiend, her tnaid, will be 
•e : Po ! I can turn her out of the room : but 
1 the j'ade will fufpeft fomething. — Her Ladylhip 
'' be alone : 111 fend to know where Ihe is. Who 
lere? Sideboard—— 

Enter Sideboard* 

Sir Bash^ull: 
ro and tell your lady that {paufes) 

SiDlBOARD. 

)id your Honour want me ? 

Sir Bashfull. 

To matter; it does not fignify. — (ajide) I 
1 never be able to tell her my mind : a glwce of 
eye, and my own confufion will undo all. 

Sideboard. 
thought your Honour called. 

« 

Sir Bashfull. {qfide) 

i thought comes acrofs me : I'll write her a letter. 
, yes, a letter will do the bufinefs. Sideboard, 
V that table this way — Reach me a chair. 

Sideboard. 
'here your Honour. 

: I 2 Sw 
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Sir Bashfull. 

Do you ftay while I write a letter. You fhali 
carry it for me. \fits down to write.) 

Sideboard. 

r 

f Yes, Sir. I hope he has an intrigue upon his 
hands. A fervant thrives under a mafter that has his 
private amufements. Love on, fay I, if you are fo 
given : it will bring grift to my mill. 

Sir Bashfull. (writing) 

This will furprife her. Warm, pallionate, and 
tender ! and yet it does not CDme up to what I feci. 

Sideboard: 

What is he at ? — I may as well read the news- 
paper.- (takes it out of his poeket) What in the 
name of wonderis all this ? — Ha ! ha ! [burfisinto 
a loud laugh) I never heard the like of this before. 
Oh! ho! ho! ho! 

Sir Bashfull. 
What does the fcoundrel mean ? (ftares at him) 

Sideboard. , 

Ha! ha! ha! I can't help laughing. 

Sir Bashfull. 

Does the villain' fufpeft me? (rifes) Hark ye, 
firrah, if ever 1 find that you dare liften at any door 
in my houfc - 

Sideboard, 
Sir! 



I 
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» 

Sir Bashfull. 

Confefs the truth : have not you been liftemng to 
my converfation with Mr. Lovemore this morning ? 

Sideboard. 

Who I, Sir? I would not b^ guilty of fuch a 
thing : I never did the like in all my days. 

Sir Bashfull. 
.What was you laughing at ? 

Sideboard. 

A foolifh thing in the newfpaper, Sir, that's all. 
FU read it to your Honour, {reads) We hear that 
a new comedy is now in rehearfal, and will fpeedily 
be performed, intitled, The Amorous Hujband^ or the 
Man in Love with his own Wife. 

Sir Bashfull. 
And what do you fee to laugh at ? 

Sideboard. 

See, Sir ? I have lived in a great many families, 
and never heard of the like before. 

' Sir Bashfull. {ajtde) 

There, there, there ! — I fhall be, the butt of my 
own fefvants. — Sirrah, leave the room. And let me 
never hear that you have the trick of liftening in 
my houfe. 

Sideboard. 
- No, Sin — The Man in Love with his own Wife ! 

[^Exit laughing. 

I 3 ' . Sra 
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Sir Bashfull, 

.What does the varlet mean ? — ^No matter — I have 
finifhed my letter, and it Ihall be fent this moment, 

-< ^But then^ if I fliould get into a comedy ? Po ! 

no more fcruples. HI feal it direftly-^Sideboard— * 

Enter Sideboard, 

Sir Bashfull> {/ealing the letter) 

I have opened my heart to her. What dft yoq 
bring your hat and ftick for ? 

Sideboard, 
To go out with your Honour's letter* , 

Sir Bashfull. 

You have not far to go. Take this, and let no- 
body fee you. 

Sideboard. 
I warrant me, your Honour. [Exit^ 

Sir Bashfull. 

I feel much lighter now. A load is taken off 017 n 
heart. 

Enter Sideboard. 

Sir Bashfull. 
What do you come back for ? 



Sideboard. 
A word or two by way of direftion, if you pleafc. 

. . Sir 
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Sir Bashfull. 

Blockhead ! give it to me — {afide) If I direft it, 
he finds me out. — Go about your bufinefs : I have no 
occafion for you ; leaye the room. 

Sideboard. 

Very well. Sir.— Does he think to manage his own 
intrigues ? If he takes my commiflion out of my 
hands, I (hall give him warning. The vices of our 
matters are all the vails a poor fervant has left. 

[Exit. 

Sir Bashfull. 

What muft be done ? — Mr. Lovemore could con- 
du(5t this blifinefs for me. He is a man of addrefs, 
and knows all the approaches ' to a woman's heart. 
That fellow. Sideboard, coming again ? — No, no ; 
this is lucky. Mr. Lovemore, I am glad to fee you. 

Enter Lovemore. 

Lovemore. 

A fecond vifit you fee, in one day i entirely on the 
fcore of friendfliip. 

Sir Bashfull. 
And I thank you for it y heartily thank you, 

Lovemore. 

I broke away from company at the St. Alban's on 
purpofe to attend you. \¥ell, I have" made your 
Lady eafier in her mind, have not I ? 

- I 4 Sir 
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Sir Bashfull. 

Wc don't hit it at all, Mr. Lovemore. 

« 

Lovemore. 

No? 

Sir Bashfull. 

1 think fhe has been rather worfe, fince you fpokc 
to her. 

Lovemore. 
A good fymptom that, {afide) 

Sir Bashfull. 

She has received the diamond buckles. They 
were delivered to her maid fealed up, and the man 
npyer ftaid to be alked a queftion. I faw them ii^ 
her own hand : but not a fyllable efcaped her. She 
was not in the leaft foftened, pbftinate as a mule ! 

Lovemore, . 

The manner of conveying your prefent was not 
wpll judged. Why did not you make me the bparerf 

Sir Bashfull. 

I wifh I had. She talks of parting ; and fo to a- 
void CQHiing to extremities, I have even thought d 
telling her the whole truth at oqce. 

Lovemore. 
jFIow ! acc^uaint her with your pafllon ? 
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Sir Bashfull. 

\^y, and truft to her honour. I could not ven- 
ture to fpeak; I fhould blulh, and faulter, and look 
filly j and fo I have writ a letter to her. Here it is 
figncd and fealed, but not dire<5led. I got into a 
puzzle about that. Servants^ you know, ate always 
putting their own conftruftion upon things. 

LOVEMORE. 

No doubt : and then your fecret flies all over the 
'^wn, 

Sir Bashfull. 

That's what alarmed me. You Ihall write the 
fuperlcriptioni and fend it to her. 

LOVEMORE. 

No, that won't do. Give her a letter under your 
hand ? Til fpeak to her for you ; let me try how 
Jier pulfe beats. 

Sir Bashfull. 

But a letter may draw an anfwer from her, and 
then, you know, (fmiling at him) I fhall have it 
junder her hand. 

LoVEMORE. 

I don't like this hurry : we had better take time 
^to confider of it. 

Sir Bashfull. 

No, I can't defer the bufinefs of my heart a fingle 

rnoment. It burns like a fever here. Sit down, 

iai ^nd write the direftion J Tlldep and fend the fer- 

' vant. 



ijS THE WAY TO KEEP HIM/ 

vant. He fhall carry it, as if it were a letter from 
yourfelf. 

Enter Sideboard. 

> Sideboard. 

Sir Brilliant Fafhion is below. Sir. , 

LOVEMORE. 

What brings him ? He will only interrupt us. 
(lO and talk to him. Sir Bafhfull ; hear what he has 
to fay y amufe him i any thing rather than itt him 
come up. 

Sir Bashfull. 

I am gone : he fhan't molcft you. 

\ExiP with Sideboard. 

LOVEMORE. 

Fly, make hade j and don't let him know that I 
am here. — A lucky accident this ; I have gained 
time by it. All matters were in a right train, and 
he himfelf levelling the road for me, and now this 
letter blows me up into the air at once. Some un- 
lucky planet rules to-day. Firll the widow Bell- 
mour^ a hair-breadth fcrape I had of it, and nowal- 
moft ruined here ! What in the name of wonder 
has he writ to her ? — Friendfhip and wafer, by your 
leave.-^-But witl that be delicate ? — Po ! honour has 
always a great deal to preach upon thefe occafions; 
jDut then the bufinefs of my love! — Very true; the 
paffions need but fay a word^ and their bufinefs Is 
done, {opens the letter^ and reads) T[ his niuft never 
reach her. Til write a letter from myfelf. (Jil^ 
down^ "wrikSy andfiarts up) I hear him comino:: noj 

all 
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all fafc. (writes) This will do : — ^vaftly well. Her 
hufband's inhumanity ! Ay, mention that.— -The 
diamonds may be a prsfent from me : yes, I'll ven- 
ture it— There,, there ; that will do — Long adored — 
Ay— fweeteft revenge.— -Ay— Eternal , admirer—' 
Lovemore.— «^ — Now, now, let me fee it.— Admir- 
jable ! this wili do the bufinefs. Qfeals the ktter) 

Enter Sir Bashfull, 

Sir Bashfulx.. 
Well, have you fent iti 

LOVEMORE. 

Not yet : I am writing the direftion. 

Sir Bashfull. 
And where is that blockhead ? Sideboard ! 

Enter Sideboard. 

Sir Bashfull. 

Numlkull, why don't you wait ? — Mr. Lovemore 
Wants you, 

Lovemore. 

Step and deliver this to your Lady, and if Qxt 
pleafes I will wait upon her. ^ 

Sir Bashfull. 
Charming !r ^Take it up ftairs diredlly. 

Sideboard. 
Up ftairs, Sir? My J-ady is in the next room. 

Sir 
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Sir Bashfull. 

Take it to hef; make hafte; begone. (Exit 
Sideboard ) I hope this will fucceed : I fhall be for 
ever obliged to you, and fo will her Ladylhip. 

* LOVEMORE. 

I hope flie will, and I Ihall be proud to ferye her. 

Sir Bashfull. 

You are vejy good. She won't prove ungrate- 
full, I dare anfwer for her. — I fliould like to fee how 
(he receives the letter.— The door is conveniently 
open.— I will have a peep. Ay, there i there flic 
fits. 

LoVEMORE. 

Where; Sir Ba/hfull ? 

Sir Bashfull. 

Hufh, no noife. There, do you fee her? She 

has the letter in her hand This is a critical mo- 
ment : J am all pver in a tremble, 

LoVEMORE. 

Silence ; not a word. She opens it. — (afide) 
Now, my dear^Cupid, befriend me |iow. and your 
altar fliall fmoke with incenfe. 

Sir Bashfull, 
She colours ! 

Lovemore, 
I like that rifing blufh : a foft aftd tender ioktn* 

. Sir 
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Sir Bashfull. 
turns pale. 

LOVEMORE. 

: natural working of the paffions. 

Sir Bashfull, 

[ now (he reddens again!-— What is flic at 
—There, flie has tore the letter in two : — 1 
oft, an undone man. ijv^alks away) 

Lovemore. 

has flung it away with indignation : I am un- , 
e too. {afide^ and walks away from t^e door) 

Sir Bashfull. ^ 

Lovemore, you fee what it is all come to. 



1 



Lovemore. 
forry to fee fo haughty a fpirit. 



Sir Bashfull. 

irrogant, ungrateful woman ! to make fuch a 
to fo kind a letter ! 

/ 

Lovemore. 
fo kind a letter ! 

Sir Bashfull. 
you ever fee fuch an infolent foorn ? 

Love- 
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LOVEMORK. 

I never was fo difappointed in ajl nny life. 

Sir Bashfull. 
A letter full of the tendereft protefiations ! 

L0V£M0R£» 

Yes ', an unreferved declaration of love i 

Sir Bashfull. 

Made with the greateft franknefs ; throwing my- 
felf at her very feet ! 

LOVEMORE. 

Did fhe once fmile ? Was there the fainteft gleam 
of approbation in her countenance ? 

Sir Bashful;.. 

She repaid it all with fcorn, with pride, contempt, 
and infolence. I cannot bear this ; defpifcd, 
fpurned, and treated like a puppy. 

LoVEMORE. 

There it flings like a puppy indeed I 

Shi Bashfull. 

Is there a thing in nature fo mortifying to the 
pride of man, as to find onefelf rejedled and defpifed 
by a fine woman, who is confcious of her power, and 
triumphs in her cruelty ? 

LoVEMORE. 

It is the moft damnable circumflance ! 

Sir 
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Sir Bashfull. ^ 

My dear Mr, Lovemore, I am obliged to you for 
taking this matter fo much to heart. 

LOVEMORE. 

I take it more to heart than you aware of. 

Sir Bashfull. 

This is mortifying ; enough to make one aftiamed 
all the reft pf one's life. 

LoVEMORE. 

I did not expedt this fuUen ill-humour. 

Sir Bashfull. ' 

Did you ever know fo obftinate, fb uncomplying 
a temper ? 

Enter Sir Brilliant* 

Sir Brilliant. 
Sir BaftifuU, I forgot to tell you— 

LoVEMORE. 

He again ! he hunts me up and down, as the vice 
did the devil, with a dagger of lath, in the old co- 
rnedy. {aftde) 

Sir Brilliant. 

Hey ! — what's the matter ? — You feem bpth out 
of humour : what does this mean ? Have you quar-^ 
relied ? 

Sir 
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Sir Bashfull. 

No, Sir, no quarrel! : — why would my booby fer- 
vants let him in again ? {afide) 

Sir Brilliant. 

Strike me ftupid, but you look very queer upon 
it. — Lovemore is borrowing money, I fuppofc : Sir 
BalhfuU is driving a hard bargain, and you can't 
agree about the premium. Sir BaflifuU,- let my 
friend Lovemore have the money ? 

Sir Bashfull* 
Money ! w hat does he mean ? 

Sir Brilliant. 

Both out of humour, I fee : well, as you will 
You have no reafon to be in harmony with you'f- 
felves ; my ftars Ihine with a kinder alpeft. Here, 
here, behold a treafury of love. I came back on 
purpofe to fhew it to you. (takes ajhagreen cafe out 
of bis pocket) See what a prcfent 1 have received; 
a magnificent pair of diamond buckles, by all that's 
amiable. 

Lovemore. 
How ? 

Sir Bashfull. (walking up to bim) 
• A pair of diamond buckles ! 

Sir Brilliant. 

How fuch a prefent fhould be fent to rile is rtiorc 
than I can explain at prefent. Perhaps my friend 

Love- 
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Lovemofe gained fome intelligence in the quarter 
where I furprized him to-day, on a vifit which I 
little fufpefted. 

LOVEMORE. 

That was to ferve you : I know nothing of thi;s 
bufinefs. 

Sir Brilliant. 
The pain in your fide, I hope, is better. 

LoVEMORE. 

' Po ! this is only to diftrad: your attention, Sir 
BaftifuU. . 

Sir Bashfull. 
So I fuppofe. And was this a prefent to you ? 

Sir Brilliant. 

A prefent. Sir. The confequence p{ having fome 
' tolerable phrafe, a perfon, and a due degree of atten- 
tion to the fervice of the ladies. — ^Do you envy me. 
Sir Baflifull ? 

Sir Bashfull. 

' I can't but fay I do. — (^turns to Lovemore) My 
buckles, by all that's falfe in woman ! ' 

liOVEMORE. 

Take no noxxQz.^^{walh afide) Has^ he fup*- 
I t>lanted me here too, as well as with the widow ? 

Vol. III. K' Sir 
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Sir Brilliant: 

What's the matter with you both? — ^Burning 
lvith envy ! 

Sir Bashfull* 

And I fuppofe an elegant epillle, or a well-penned 
billet-doux, accompanied this token of the lady's 
afFeflion* 

Sir Brilliant*. 

That would have been an agreeable addition, but 
it is ftill to come. Too many favours at once might 
overwhelm a body. A country-looking fellow, as 
my people tell me, left this, curioufly fealed up, at 
my houfe : he would not fay from whence he came: 
I fhould know that in time, was all they could get 
from him, and I am now panting to learn where this 
mighty fuccefs has attended me. Sir BafhfuU, I 
came, faw, and conquered -, ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Sir Bash^ull. 

But rttay riat this be from fome lady, who ima- 
gines that you fent it, and therefore chufes to 
rejec-t your prefent ? 

Sir Brilliant. 

Oh! no; that cannot be the cafe. A little 
knowledge of the world would foon convince you 
that ladies do not ufually rejeft prefents from the 
man, who has the good fortune to pleafe by his man- 
ner, a talle for drefs, and a certain jc ne feat quol'i^ 
his perfon and converfation. 

Sir 
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Sir Bashfull. 

So I hclicye>.*^(waiks ajide) What fay you to 
this, Mr. Lovemore ? 

Lovemore. , 
She would not have torn a letter from him. 

Sir Brilliant. 

No, Sir BafhfuU ; a prefent from me would not 
have been returned back upon my hands. 

Sir Bashfull. 

I dare fay not.— {/<> Lovemore) I fjuppofe flie will 
give him my three hundred pounds into the bar- 
gain- 

Lovemore. 
After this, I fliall wonder at nothing, 

Sir Brilliant. 

What mortified countenances they both put on ! 

(looks at thenty and laughs) 

Sir Bashfull.. {walking up to Sir Brilliant) 
And I fuppofe you expeft to haVe this lady ? 

• \ 

% 

9 

Sir Brilliant. 

No doubt of it. This is the forerunner, I think. 
Hey, Lovemore ! — Sir BaflifuU, this it \% tp be in 
luck, Higi ! ha ! (laughs at them both) 

K % JLovs-. 
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LovEMORE and Sir Bashfull. 
^ {both forcing a lakgh) 

Hal ha! 

Sir Brjlliamt. 

Yoii both feem ftrangely |)icqued.*-^Lovcinore, 
what makes you fo uneafy ? 

LoVEMORE. 

You flatter yoiirfelfj and you wrong nrte*^!-— I— 

(walks away) 
Sir Bashfui/i,* 

He is a true friend : he is uneafy on my account. 

{a/ide, and looking at Lovefhore) 

Sir Brilliant. 

And Sir BalhfuU, fomethitrg has daflied your fpi- 
rits. Do you repine at my fucccfs ? 

Sir Bashfull. 
I can't but fay I do> Sir. 

Sir Brilliant. 

Oh"! very well ; you are not difpofed to be good 
company. A Vhonneur^ gentlemen: ffnilh your 
money matters. Lovemore, where do you Ipend 
the^ evening ? 



\\i 



LoVEMORE. Ijjj 

A good evening to you. Sir brilliant : I am en- I tl] 
gaged. Bufinefs with Sir BalhfuU, you fee— ^ | in> 

Sir 
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Sir Brii;.liant, 

Well, don't let me be of inconvenience to you; 
Fare ye well, gentlennen. Thou dear pledge of 
love (looking at the buckles) thus l^t me clalp thee to 
my heart. . -Sir BalhfiiU, your fervant. 

\Exit^ 

Sir Bashfull. 
What think you now, Mr, Lovemore ? 

LOVEMORJ:. 

All unaccountable. Sir. 

Sir Bashfull. 

By all that's falfe, I am gulled, cheated, and im- 
pofed upon. I am deceived, and dubbed a rank 
cuckold; It is too clear; Ihe has given him the 
buckles, and 1 fuppofe my bank-notes have taken 

the fame courfe. Diamond buckles, and three 

hundred pounds for Sir Brilliant ! A reward for hi$ 
merit ! 

Lovemore. 

He is the favourite, and I have been working for 
him all this time. 

Sir Bashfull. 

I now fee through all her artifices. My refolution 
is fixed. If I can bur get ocular demonftration of 
her guilt ; If lean but get the means of proving to 
the whole world that fhe is vile enough to cuckold 
me, I fhall then be happy. 

K 3 Love-- 
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LOVEMORE. 

Why that will be fomc confolation ! 

Sir Bashfull. 

So it will : kind Heaven, grant me that at lealt j 
make it plain that fhe difhonours me, and I am 
amply revenged. — Hark ! 1 hear her coming. She 
fliall know all I think, and all I feel. I have done 
with her for even 

LovEMORE. {afide) 

Let me fly the impending ftorm. If I ftay, de- 

tedkion and difgrace purfue me. Sir BalhfuU, I 

am forry to fee matters take this turn. I have done 
all in my power, and fince there is no rodm to hope 
for fuccefs, I take my leaye^ and wifh you a good 
night. 

Sir Bashfull, 

No, no ; you fhall not leave me in this diftrels, 
Tou fhall hear me tell her her own, and be a wit^ 
nefs of our feparation, {holding him) 

i 

LoVEMORE. 

Excufe me : after what has paffed, I fhall nevcf 
oe able to endure the fight of her. Fare you well \ 
I muft be gone i good night, Sir BafhfuU. 

■ (ftruggling to go) 

Sir Bashfull* 

You are my befl friend : I cannot part with you. 
{Jiands between him and the door) Stay and hear what 

flic 
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fhe has to fay for herfelf ; you will fee what a turn 
flie will give to the biifinefs, 

LovEMORE. {afide) 

What turn fhall I give it ?— — Confufion ! here 
(he comes : I mull weather the ftorm. 

Enter Lapy Constant, 

Lady Constant. 

After this behaviour, Mr. Lovemore, I am fur- 

{)rized. Sir, that you caj:j thinH of flaying a moment 
onger in this houfe, 

L0VEMOR5. 

Madam, I ^ ^ Tdeath ! 1 have no invention to af- 
fift me at a pinch, {fifidi) 

Sir. Bashfull. 

Mr., Lovemore is my friend, Mad^m, and I defire 
he will flay in my houfe as long as he pleafes.-«-Hey, 
-Lovemore ! ( looks at him and /miles) 

Lovemore. \afide) 
AU mufl out, I fi^ar. 

Lady Constant. 

_ ■ 

Your friend. Sir Bafhfull ! — And do you autho- 
rize him to take this unbecoming liberty ? Have 
you given him permiffion to fend me a letter^ fo ex^- 
travagant in the very terms of it ? 

Lovemore. {a/ide) 
Ay, now it's coming, and impudence itfelf has not 
a word to fay. 

K 4 Sir 
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Sir Bashfull. 
I defircd him to fend that letter. Madam. 

Love MO RE. 

Sir Bafhfull defircd me. Ma'am. . 

(bowing refpeSffully) 

Sir Bashfull. 
I defired him, 

LOVEMORE. 

All at his requeft. Ma'am. 

Lady Constant. 

And am I to be made yout fport ? — I wonderj 
Mr. Lovemore, that you would condefcend to make 
yourfelf aparty in fo poor a plot. Do you prefume 
upon a trifling mark of civility, which you perfuaded 
me to accept of this morning ? Do you. come dif- 
guifed under a ma(k of friendlhip, to help this gen- 
tleman in his defign againft my honour, and my hap- 
pinefs ? 

' L(3vEM0RE. (aftde) 
Fairly caught, and nothing can bring me off—* 

Sir Bashfull. 

A mafk of friendlhip ! — He is a true frienrfi 
Madam j he fees how ill I am treated, and let me 
tell you, there is not a word of truth in that lettcr- 

LOVEMORE. 

Not a fyllable of truth. Ma'am — (afide) This 

%yill do : his own nonfcnfe will fave n)e. 

Sir 
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Sjr Bashfull*" 
It >yas all done to try you, Madam. 

LOVEMORE/ 

Nothing more, Ma'am : merely to try yoiu 

Sir Bashfull. 

By way of experiment only i juft to fee hov; you 
Would behave upon it. 

LoVEMORE. 

Nothing elfe was intended ; pure innocent mirth* 

Lady Constant. 

You have been both notably employed. The ex* 
ploit is worthy of you. Your (nart is fpread for % ^ 
woman, and if you h'ad fucceeded, the fame of fb ' 
bright an aftion would add mightily to two fuch il« 
luftrious characters. 

Sir Bashfull. ^ 

A fnare fpread for her ! mark that Mr. Loveniore: 
flie calls it enfnaring. 

LoVEMORE. 

Enfnared to her own good^ (21? Sir Bajhfidly^ 
He has pleaded admirably for me. (ojide) 

Lady Constant. 

As to you, Sir Bailifull, I have long ago ccafed to 
wonder at your conduft : you have loll the power of 
furprizing me; But when Mr. Lovemore becomes 
an accomplice in fo" mean a plot-— 

Sir 
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Sir Bashfull. 

I am in no plot, madam, and no body wants to -. 
cnfnare you i do we, Lovemore ? 

LoVEMOR,E. 

Sir Balhfull knows that no harm was intended. 

Sir Bashfull/ 

Yes, I am in the fecret, and my friend Lovemore 
meant no harm. 

Lovemore^ 

' If the letter had fucceeded. Sir Balhfull knows 
there would have been no harm in it. 

Sir Bashfull. 

No harm in nature ; but I now fee how things are; 
and fince.your ladyfhip will liften to nothing for your 
own good, it is too plain from all that has pafled 
between us, that our tempers are by no means fitted 
for each other, and I am ready to part whenevei: you 
pleafe : nay, I will part, 

' Lapy Constant. 

And that is the only point, in which we can agree, 
Sir. 

Sir Bashfull. 

Had the letter been fent from another quarter, it 
would have have met with a better reception : wc 
know where your fmiles are bellowed. 

Lady 
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Lady Constant, 

Deal in calumny. Sir; give free fcope to malice j 
I difdain your infinuations. 

Sir Bashfull. 

The fa6jb is too clear, and reproaches are now too 
late. This is the laft of our converfing together ; 
and you may take this by the way, you are not to 
believe one fyllable of that letter, 

LOVEMORE. 

There is not a fyllable of it deferves the leaft crc*^ 
dit. Ma'am, 

Sir Bashfull. 

It was all a mere joke. Madam : was not it, 
Lovemore ? — And as to your being a fine woman, 
and as to any paffion that any body has conceived 
for you, there was no fuch thing ; you can witnefi 
for me, Lovemore : can't you ? 

Lady Constant. 
Oh ! you are witnefles for one another, 

Lovemore. 

Sir BaflifuU knows the fairnefs of my intentions, 
and I know his. — [afide) He has acquitted me bet- 
ter than I expedled, thanks to his abfurdity. 

Lady Constant. 
Go on^ anji aggravate your ill ufage, gentlemen. 

Sir 
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Sir Bashfull. 

It was all a bam, madam, a fcene we thought pro- 
per to aft. Let us laugh at her. {goes up to Lovc^ 
. more) 

LOVEMORE. 

With all my heart — (.afiJe) A filly blockhead ! I 
can't help laughing at him. (ploughing hearlily) 

Sir Bashfull. (laughing with him) 

Ha ! ha ! — ha ! — all a bam ; nothing elfe -, a con- 
trivance to make fport for ourfelves. — Hey, Love- 
more ? 

Lady Constant. 

This ufage is infupportable. I fhall not^ftay for 
an explanation. Two fuch worthy confederates !— » 
is my chair ready there ? You my depend. Sir, that 
this is the laft time you will fee me in this hpufe. 

lExit, 

Sir Bashfull: 

Agreed; a bargain j with all my heart. Love^ 
more I have managed this well. , 

LoVEMORE. 

Charmingly managed ! I did not think you hadfo 
ipuch fpirit. 

Sir Bashfull. 

I have found her out. The intrigue is/ to too plain. 
She and Sir Brilliant are both detefted. 

Love* 
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LOVEMORE* 

I never fu:^(Sbed that Sir Brilliant y^ss the happy 
man. I wilh I. had fucceeded, had it been only to 
mortify his vanity. „ 

Sir Bashfull. 

And fo do I : I wifh it too : but never own the 
letter : deny it to the laft. 

LOVEMORE. 

You may depend upon my fecrecy* 

Sir Bashfull, 

I am for ever obliged to you. A foolifh woman 1 
how fhe ftands in her own light ? 

LOVEMORE. 

Truly I think flie does. But fince I have no in- 
tereftwith her ladyfhip, I fliall now found a retreat, 
and leave matters to your own difcreiton. Succefs 
attend you. {going) 

Sir Bashfull. 
You muft not forfake Ixic in this diftrefs. 

Love MORE. 

Had your lady proved tradable, t iliould not 
have cared how long I had ftaid. But fince things 
are come to this pais, 1 fhall now go and fee what 
kind of reception I am to meet with from Mrs. Love- 
more, 



Sir 
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I 

/ 

Sik Bashfull. 
Don't let her know that you have a regard for hcr« 

LovemorA. 

Oh ! no ; I fee the confequence. — (afide) Well 
pfF this time ; and Madam Fortune, if I truft you 
again, you (hall play me what prank you plcafc. Sir 
BaftifuU, your's. (going) 

Sir Bashfull. 

A thoufand thanks to you. And harkye, if I caa 
fcrve you with your lady 

LOVEMORE. 

I am much obliged to you : but I ihall endeavour 
to go on, without giving you the trouble of aflifting 
me. And do you hear ? aflure my Lady Conftant 
that I meant nothing but to ferve your intereft. 

\ExiU 

Sir Bashfull. 

• 

Rely upon my management. I can acquit you. 
—My Lady Conftant ! Lady Conftant ! — Let me 
chafe her from thoughts : can I do it ? Rage, furf, 

love no more of love ! I am glad flie tore the 

letter. Odfo ! yonder it lies. It is only torn in 
two, and flie may ftill piece the fragments together, 
ril pick up the letter this moment: it ftiall nev^r 
appear in evidence againft me. As to Sir Brilliant, 
his motions ftiall be watched : I know how to pro- 
ceed with Madam, and if I can but prove the faft, 
every body will fay that I am ill ufed by her. 

End of /^^^ FOURTH ACT. 
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ACT the FIFTH. 



ScenCt an /Apartment at Mr. Lovemore's; 

Enter Mrs. Lovemore, elegantly dre/s'd; Muslim 

following ber. 



w 



Muslin. 

HY to be fure. Ma'am, it is fo for certain, 
and you are very much m the right of it. 



Mrs. LOVEMORE. 

I fancy I am : I fee the folly of my former conduct. 
I am determined never to let my Ipirits fink into 
a melancholy ftate again. 

Muslin. 

Why, that's the very thing, Ma'am; the very 
thing I have been always preaching up to you. Did 
not I always fay, fee company. Ma'am, take your 
pleafure, and never break your heart for any man ? 
This is what I always faid. 

MrSrf LOVEMORE. 

And you have faid enough : fpare yourfelf the 
trouble now. 

Muslin. 

I always faid fo ! And what did the world fay ? 
Heavens blefs her for a fweet woman ! and a plague 
go with him for an inhuman, barbarous, bloody- 
murdering brute, 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. LOVEMORE. 

Well, truce with your impertinences your tongue 
runs on at fuch a rate. 

Muslin. 

Nay, don't be angry: they did fay fo indeed. 
But dear heart, how every body will be over joy'd, 
when they find- you have pluck'dup a little ! As for 
me, it gives me new life, to have fo much company 
in the houfe, and fuch a racketting at the door with 
coaches and chairs, enough to hurry a body out of 
6ne's wits. Lard, this is another thing, and you 
look quite like another thing. Ma'am, and that drrfs 
quite becomes you. I fuppofe. Ma'am, you will 
never wear your negligee' again. It is not fit for you 
indeed. Ma'am. It might pafs very well wirii foiiic 
folks. Ma'am, but the like of you — 

Mrs. LoVEMORE. 

Will you never have done ? Go and fee who is 
coming up ftairs. 

Enter Mrs, Bexlmour, 

Mrs. LoVEMORE. 

Mrs. Bellmour, 1 revive at the fight of you. 
Muflin, do you Hep, and do as I ordered you. 

Muslin. 
What the deuce can fhe. be at now ? [Exit* 

Mrs Bellmour. 

You feel am punftual to my time,— -Well ladmire 
your drcfs of all things. — It's mighty .pretty, 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. LoVEMOREi 

I am glad you like it. But under all this appear- 
ance of gaiety, I have at tjie bottom but an aching 
heart. 

Mrs, BellMour* 

Be ruled by me, and I'll anfw,er for the event. 
"Why really, now you look juft as you Ihou'd do.-^ 
Why negleft fo fine a figure ? 

Mrs. LoVEMORE.. 

You are fo obliging I 

Mrs* BellmouR. 

And fo true ! ^What was beautiful before, is 

now heightened by the additional ornaments of drefs j 
and if you will but animate and infpire the whole by 
thole graces of the mind which I am fure you pof- 
fefs, the impreflion cannot fail of being efi^eftual 
upon all beholders, and even upon the depraved 
mind of Mr. Lovemore. — You have not feen him 
fince — have you ? 

Mrs. Lovemore* 

He dined at home, but was foon upon the wing 
his ufual haunts* 

# * 

Mrs. Bell^our* 

If he does but come home time enough, depend 
upon ir my plot will take* And have you got to- 
gether a good deal of company ? 

Mrs. LoVEMOREt 

Yes ; a tolerable party. 
Vol. III. L Mrs. 
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That's right: fliew hiai that yoit will- coiifulc 
your o\v:nr plfgfurc 

Mrs. LOYEMORE. 

A-propos, as fbon as I came home I received 4 
letter from SirBrilliant, in a ftile of warmtil and ten- 
derne6 that wotild aftonifli you. He begs to fee me 
again, and has fomethihg^ particular to communi- 
cate. I left it in my dreffing-room i you fhall fee it 
by and by : I took your advice, and fent him word 
he might come. That lure brought hin> hitfeer im- 
mediately : he makes no doubt of his fuccefs with 
me. 

r ' • 

f 

Mrs. BaiiMouR* 

Well! two fuch friends as SirBrilliant and Mr. 
Lovemorc, I believe^ never exifted ! 

Mrs. LOVEMORE* 

' Their falfehood to each other is unparalleled. I 
left Sir Brilliant at the card-table : as foon as he can 
difengage himfelf, he will quit his company in 4)ur- 
fuit of me. I forgbt to tell you i my Lady Conftant 
isrhere. - 



Mrs. Bellm*our. 



Is flie ? 



"'-'■ . . Mrs. LOVEMORE. 

She is, and has bee'n^making the ftrangeft difcci-«-' 
very : Mr. Lovemore has had.a dcfign there too ! 

Hit,. 
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Mrs. Bellmour* 

Oh ! I don't dotibt him : but the more proof we 
iiave the betten 

Mrs. Lovemoue* 

There is fufficient proof: you muft know, Ma*am, 
(a rap at the door) as I live and breathe, 1 believe 
this is Mr. Lovemore* 

Mrs. BellmouRi 
If it is, every thing goes on as I could wilh« 

Mrs. LOVEMORE. 

I hfear his voice, it is he. How my heart beats ! 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

Courage, and the day's our own. He mull not 
fee me yet t where fhall I run ? 

Mrs. LoVEMORE. 

In there. Ma'am. Make hafte 5 I hear his flep on 
the Hairs. 

Mrs. BellmouR* 
Succefs attend you. I am gone* [Exit^ 

Mi's. LoVEMORE. 

1 am frightened out of my.fenfes. What the 
event may be I fear to think j but I muft go through 
with it. 



i 
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Enter Lovemore, 

Mrs. LOVEMORE. 

You are welcome home. Sir. 

LoVEMORE. 

Mrs. Lovemore, your fervant. 

{withoui looking at her) 

Mrs. LoVEMORE. 

It is fomewhat rare to fee you at home fo early. 

LoVEMORE. 

I faid I ftiould come home, did not I ? I always 
like to be as good as my word. — ^What could the 
Widow mean by this ufage ? to make an appoint- 
ment, and break it thus abruptly ! {afide) 

Mrs. LoVEMORE. 

He feems to mufe upon it. (aftde) 

LoYEMORE. {afide) 

She does not mean to do fo treacherous a thing 
as to jilt me ? Oh, Lord ! I am wonderfully tired. 

(yawns y and Jinks into an armed chair) 

Mrs. LoVEMORE* 

Are you indifpofed, my dear ? 

LOVEMOR^E, 

* sNo, my love; I thank you, I am very well; — a 
little fatigued only, with jolting over the ftones all 
the way into the city this morning. I have paid a 
few vifits this afternoon.— Confoundedly tired.—- 
Where's William ? 

Mrs. 
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Ml-S. LOVEMORE* 

Do you want any thing ? 

L9VEM0RE. 

Only my cap and'flippers. I am not in fpiritis, I 
think, (yawns) 

Mrs. LoVEMORE. 

You never are in Ipirits at home, Mr. Lovemore; 

Lovemore. 

I beg your pardon : I never am any where more 
chearful. (ftre$ching his arms) I wilh I may die if 
I an't very happy at home,— —very {yawns) very 
happy! 

Mrs. Lovemore. \ 

I can hear otherwife. I am informed that Mr. 
Lovemore is the promoter of mirth and good hu- 
mour wherever he goes. 

Lovemore. 
Oh ! no, you over-rate me ^ upon my foul you do. 

Mrs. Lovemore. 

I can hear, Sir, that no peribn's company is fo ac- 
ceptable to the ladies ; that your wit infpires tv^ry 
thing ; you have your compliment for one, your 
fmile for another, a whifper for a third, and {o on. 
Sir : you divide your favours, and are every where, 
but at home, all whim, vivacity, and fpirit. 

L 3 Love- 
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V-' > ■ ' ■ ' ' 

Ho ! ho ! (laughing) how can you talk fo ?^ I 
fwear I can^t help laughing at the fancy. All whrni, 
vivacity, and fpirit ! I /hall byrft my fides. How 
can you banter one fo ? I divide my favours too ! 
i — —Oh, heavens ! I can't ftand this raillery : fuch a 
defcription of me ! ■ I that am rather fatuminei 
of a ferious caft, arid inclined to be penfive ! I can't 
help laughing at the oddity of the conceit.— •'—Oh 
i^ord ! Oh Lord I {Umgbs) 

Mrs. LOVEMORE. 

Juft as you pleafe. Sir. I fee that I am ever tq 
be treated with indifference. 

{palki acrojs the ft age) 

LOVEMOR^, 

(Rifes and walks the contrary way^ 

I can't put this Widow BeJlmoyr put of my head^ 

{afide) 

Mrs, Lov?MORE, 

If I had done any thing to provoke this ufagei 
this cold, determined contempt ^{walking^ 

LoVEMORE, 

I wifti I had done with that bufinefs entirely ; but 
my defires are kindled, and mull be fatisfied. {afide) 

(They walk for /ome time Jilently iy each other. 
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Mr3. LOVEMORE. 

What part of my conduft gives you ofFence,*.Mr. 
Lo vemore ? 

Still harping upon that ungrateful ftring !-^-^but 

prithee don't fet me a laughing again. Offence ! 

— nothing gives me offence, child!— you know I 
am very fond — (yawns and walks)-—! like yob of 
all things, and think you a moft admirable wife j-'— 
prudeht, managing,— carelefs of your own perfon, 
and very attentive to mine ;-— not much addifted to 
pleali]re,--rgrave, retired, and domeftic; you go- 
vern your houfe ; pa^ the tradefmen's bill3j| {yawns) 
fcold the lervants, and love your hufband :—- -upon 
my foul, a very- good wife I'-^As good a fort of a 
wife {yawns) as a body m-ight wilh to have> ■ > 
Where's William ? I muft go to bed. 

Mrs. LovEMaRE. 

To bed fg early ! H4d not you better join th^ 
CQmpajriy ? 

Love M OR Eg 
I fhan't go out tor-night, 

Mrs. LovEivfORE, 
J8ut I mean the company in the dining-room, 

LOVEMORT. 

Company in the dining-room ! (Jiares at her) 

Mrs. LOVEMORE. 

Yes : I invited them to a rout, ' 

L 4 Love- 
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LOVEMORE* 

A rout in my houfe !-»-and you drcffed out too! 
—What is all this ? 

Mrs. LOVEMORE, 

You have no objeftion 1 hope, 

L0VEMOR5. 

Objeftion ! — no, 1 like company, you know, of 
all things 3 Yll go and join them : Who are they all? 

Mrs. LOVEMORE. 

You know 'em all 5 and there's your friend Sir 
Brilliant, 

LoVEMORE, 

Is he there ? I Ihall be glad to fee him. But 
pray, how comes all this about ? 

Mrs, LovLMou E, 
I intend to fee company often, 

I^OVEMOR^, 

Do you ? 

Mrs. LOVEMQRE. 

Ay, and not look tamely on, while you revel l\ix* 
urioufly in a courfe of pieafure, I ftiall purfue my 
own plan of diverlioq, 

LoVEMORE, 

Do fo. Ma'am ; the change in your temper wiU 
110 1 be difagreeable« 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Lov^MORE, 

And fo I fliall. Sir, I affure ye. Adieu to me- 
lancholy, and welconae pleafure, wit; and gaiety^ 
(Jhe walks ahqut andJingSn) 

LOVEMORE. 

What the devil has come over her ? And what in 
the name of wonder does all this mean ? 

Mrs. LoVEMORE. 

Mean, Sir ! — ^It means, it means — how can you 

- ^ me what it means ? — We41, to be fure, the fo- 

briety of that; queftion !— -Po you think a woman of 

fpirit can have leifure to tell her meaning, when Ihe 

}s all air, alertnefs, rapture and enjoyment ? 

LOVEMORE. 

She's mad !— Stark mad ! 

Mrs, LoVEMORE. 

You're mift^<:en, Sir, — not mad, but in Ipiri ts, 
that's all. Anl I too flighty for you ?-^Perhaps I am : 
yoii arc of a faturnine difpofition, inclin'd to think a 
little, or fo. Well, don't let me interrupt you; 
don't let me be of any inconvenience. That woujd 
be the unpolitefl: thing 3 a married couple to be inter- 
fering and encroaching on each other's pleafures ! Oh 
hideous ! it would be Gothic to the laft degree. Ha ! 
ha! ha! 

Love MORE, (forcing a laugh) 

Ha! ha!— -Ma'am, you — ha! ha! you are per- 
feftly right, 

Mrs* 



jyo THE WAY TO KEEP HIM, 

• Mrs. LOVEMOR?. 

Nay, but I don't like that laugh now : I pofitively 
don't like it. Can't you laugh out as you were ufed 
to do ? For my part, I'm deternriined to 4o nothiag 
dfc all the reft of my life, 

LOVEMORE. 

This is themoft aftonifhing thing ! Ma'am I doi^t 
rightly comprehend— -• 

Mrs. XoyEMORE, 

Oh Lud! ohLud! — with that important face j 
Well, but come ! what don't you comprehend ? 

• LoVEMORE, 

There is fomething in thi§ treatnaent; that I don't 
(b well— ^ 

Mrs, LoVEMORE,, 

Oh ! are you there, Sir ! How quickly they, who 
have no fenfibility for the peace and happinefs of 
others, can feel for themfelves, Mr. Lovemore !-- • 
But that's a grave refleftion, and I ha,tQ reftedioii, 

• Lovemore, 

"What has fhe got into her head ? This fuddeft 
change, Mrs. Lovemore, let me tell you . ■ » ■ < 

« 

Mrs. Lovemore, 

Nay, don't be frighten'd : there is no harm in in- 
pocent mirth, I hope ; never look fo grave upon it. 
I affure you. Sir, that though, on^your part^ you feenn 

detcrv 
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determined to offer conftant indignities to your wife, 
and though the laws of retaliation wou'd in fome fort 
exculpate her; if, when provoked to the utmoft, ex-t 
afperated beyond all enduring, fhe fhbuld, in her 
turn, make him know' what \ti^ to reg^ve an injyry 
|n the tendereft point-— • 

LOVEMORE^ 

. Madam! (^ai^grijy) 

# ... ■s. 

Mrs. LOVEMORE, 

Well, well, don't be alarmed. I Ihan't retaliate: 
jpy Qwn lipnour will f€;cure yov» rfierc; y9u rpay de- 
pend upon it. -^W ill you cp^pae an4 play ^ gai[ne ^G 
cards? Well, do as you like; you won't come? 
No, no, I fee you won't,-— What fay you to a bit of 
fupper with us ?—- -Nor that neither ?—FpU9Ay your 
inclinations : it is not material where a body eats*. 
you know ; the company experts me ; adieu, Mr. 
^ovenaore^ yours, yours, \ExitJin^ing^ 

LoVEMORE, ' 

This IS a frolic I never faw her in before !r— Laugh 
all the reft of my life I— laws of retaliation !— an injury 
in the tendereft point;-- ithe company expe6b rne, 
— adieu ! yours, yours \— {mimicking her,) What 
the devil is all this ? Some of her female friends 
have beep- tapperip^ with her. So, fo ; I muft be- 
gin tp look a little fliarp after madam. I'll go thi% 
^loroent into the card-room and watch whom fhe» 
^hifpers with,, whom ftie ogles wjth, and every cir- 
(umftance that can lead to — (going) 



Enter 
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Enter Muslin in a hurry ^ 

Muslin. 

Madam, Madam, — here's your letter j. I wou*d 
not for all the world that my mafter 

LOVEMORE. 

What, is fhe mad too ? What's the matter, wo- 
man? 

Muslin. 

Nothing, Sir, — nothing : I wanted a word with 
my Lady, that's all, Sir. 

LOVEMORE. 

You wou'd not for the world that your mafter, — 
what was you going to fay ? — What paper's that ? 

« 

Muslin, 
Paper, Sir! 

LoVEMORE. 

Paper, Sir ! let me fee it. 

Muslin. 

Lord, Sir ! how can you alk a body for luch a 
thing. It's a letter to me, Sir,^ a letter from the 
country ; a letter from my fifter. Sir. She bids me 
to buy her a Shiver de Fize cap, and a fixteenth in the 
lottery; and tells me of a number flie dreamt of, 
that'3 all, Sir^ I'll put it up. 

LOYJ- 
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LOVEMORE. 

Let me look at it. Give it me this moment.' 
(reads) To Mrs, Lovemore! — Brilliant Falhion, 
This is a letter from the country, is it ? 

Muslin. 

That, Sir — that is — no Sir, — no; — that's not 
tifter's letter. — If you will give mc that back. Sir, Til 
thew you the right one. 

L0V£M0R£« 

Where did you get this ? 

MuSLINr 

Sir? 

Lovemore. 
Where did you get it ? — Tell me truth. 

Muslin. 

Dear heart, you fright a body fo-— in the parlour. 
Sir,— I found it there. 

Lovemore. 
Very well ! — leave the room. 

Muslin^ 

The devil fetch it, I was never fo out in my poli^ 
ticks, in all my days. [ExiK 

Lovemore. 

A pretty epiftle truly ! {reads) ^^ When you 
f coiji- 
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*^ command me, my deareft Mrs.Lovcmorc, never ta 
*' touch again upon the fubjedt" of my love, you 

V command an impbffibility. Ybu excite the flame, 

V and forbid it to burn. Permit me once more to 
^* throw myfeif on my knees, and implore youf 

*^ companion." Compaffion with a vengeance 

on him ! ^^ Think.you'fee'me now with tender, 

*f melting, fupplicating eyes, languifhing at ySur 

*^ feet." -Very well, Sir !— *^ Can you fihd it 

" in your heart to perfift in^ cruelty ? — Grant mt 
" but accefs to you once more, and in addition to 
" what I already faid this mornjng, I will urge fuch 
*' motives"— -Urge motives, will ye ?— " as will 
'^ convince you, that yoii fliould no longer hefitate 
" in gratitude, to reward him, who here makes a 
** vow of eternal conftancy and love. 

*' Brilliant Fashion." 

So! fo ! fo1 your' very humble fervant. Sir Bril- 
liant Fafhion !— — -This is ybur friendfhip for me, is 
it? — you are mighty kind indeed. Sir,— but I 
thank you as much as if you had really done me the 
f^our : arid, Mrs. Lovemofe, Tm your humble fer- 
vant too. She intends to laugh all the reft of her 
life ! This letter will change her note. Yonder 
ihe comes along the gkll^hy^ and Sir Brilliant in full 
chaceofher. They come this way. Could I but 
deteft them both now ! Til ftep afide, and who 
knows but the devil njay tempt them to their un- 
doing. A polite huft)and I am : there's the coaft 
clear for you, madam. ' [Exit. 

Enter Mrs. Lovemore and Sir Brilliant. 

Mi's. Lovemor'e. 

TKavc already told you my mind, Sir Brilliant. 

Your 
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f'biir civility is odious ; your compliments fulfome ; 
ndyotar folicitations infuking.-- — -Imuftmakeufc 
►f harlh language. Sir : you provoke it. . 

Sir Brilliant. 

Not retiring to folitude and difcohteftt again, 1 
lopie, madam ! -Have a care, my dear Mrs. Love- 
nore, of a relapfe. 

Mrs. LOVEMORE. 

No danger. Sir : don't be too folicitous about me. 
Vhy leave 'the company ? Let me inrreat you tb 
eturn. Sir. 

SlR' BftlLLIANT. 

'By Heaven, there is mord r^pturef in being one 
noment'c^/j-^-i^V with you j than in the company of » 
. whole drawing-^room of beauties. Round you are 
nelting pleafures, tender tranfports, youthful loves, 
nd blooming graces, all unfelt, neglefted, and de- 
pifed, by a^ tftftdefe,- c^ld, ^unimpiaffiofled hufband, 
s^hile they might be all fo much better employed to 
he purpofes of ecftafy and blifs. ^ 

Mrs, lloVEMORE. 

I am amazed. Sir, at this liberty.- ^What aftioft ' 

>f my life has authorized this aflurance ? 1 de- 
ire. Sir, you will defift. Were I not afraid of the 
ir confequences that might follow, I fhould not he- 
itate a moment to acquaint Mr. Lovemore with 
our whole behaviour. 

Sir Brilliant. 

She won't tell her hufband !-= — ^A charming crea- " 
\irey and bieflings on her for fo convenient a hint. 

She 
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She yields, by all my hopes ! — What fhall I fay to 
overwhelm her fenfes in a flood of nonfenfe ? (ajidi) 

Go my hearfs envoy Sy tender Jighs make hajie^—-^ 

Still drink delicious foifon from thy eye^ — 

Raptures and paradife 

Pant on thy lipy and to thy heart be pre/s\d. 

(forcing her all this time) 
Enter Mn Lovemore. 

LoVEMORE. 

Hell and diftradlion ! . this is too mufch. 

Sir Brilliant. 

What the devil's the matter now ? (kneels down 
to buckle his Jhoe) This confounded buckle is always 
plaguing me. Lovemore ! I rejoice to fee thee. 

{looking at each other) 

Lovemore. 

And have you the ,confidence to look me in the 
face ? 

Sir Brilliant. 

I was telling your lady here, of the moft whimfi- 
cal adventure 



Lovemore. 
Don't add the meannefs of falfehood to the black 
attempt of invading the happinefs of your friend. I 
did imagine, Sir, from the long intercourfe that has 
fubfifted between us, that you might have had deli- 
cacy enough, feeling enough, honour enough. Sir, 
not to meditate an injury like this. 

Sir 
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/ 

Sir BRtLLtAKf. 

Ay, i^idl oyer, I am dctefted. {afide) Mn 
Lovemore, I feel that I have been wrong, and will not 
attempt a vindication of myfelf. We have been 
friends hitherto, and if begging your pardon for this 
rafhnefs will any ways atone ■ 

LOVEMORE. 

No, Sr> nothing can atone. The provocation 
you have given me, would juftify my drawing upon 
you this inftant, did not that lady^ and this roof 
protc6lyou. 

Sir Brilliant. 
Harfli language to a friend—— ^ 

LOVEMORE* 

, Friend, Sir Brilliant ? 

Sir Brilliant. 
If you will but hear m e ■ 

Lovemore. 
Sir, I infift s I won't hear a word. 

Sir Brilliant.' 
I declare upon my honour-*— 

Lovemorr. 

Honour ! for fhame. Sir Brilliant : honour and 
£-ief^ihip are facred words, and you profane them 
jboth- 

Vol. \l\ M Sm 
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Sir BatLLtANT. 
If imploring forgivcncfs of that lad y ■ ' • 

LOVEMORE. 

That lady !-r-I defire you will never fpeak to that 
lady. -...-. 

i 

Sir BarLLiANT. 
Can y6u command a moment's patiaice? 

LoVEMORE. 

Sir, I am out of all patience : this muft be fetdcd 
between us : I have done for the prefent. 

. ♦ T ; 

Enler Sivi Bashfull. 

I 

Sir Bashfull. 

Did not I hear loud words among you <? I cer-* 
taihly did. What are you quarreling about i 

LoVEMORE. ; 

• • 

Read that^ Sir Baj(lifull._ {Cjves htm Sir Brillianfs 
Iftter) Read that, and judge if I have not caufe — 
{Sir Bajhfull reads to himjelf.) . 

Sir Brilliant. I 

]flear but what I have to fay . - -i 

I/)VEMORE. 

No, Sir, ' no :; we fhali find a fitter time t as for 
you. Madam, I am fatisfied with your conduft. I 
was indeed a little alarmed, but I have been a witnc6 

of 

»* «... 



CO M E/d: T. 179 

of your behaviour, and I am above harbouring low 
fulpicions* 

Sir Bashfull. 

Upon iTiy W6rd, Mr. Lovcmbre, this is carrying 

the jeft too fan 

•. • ■ ' . > 

LoVCMORB. 

It is thebafeft aftion a gentleman can be guilty of; 
land to a perfon who never injured him, ftill more 
criminal* 



i« 



Sir Bashfull* 

Why fo i think. Sir Brilliantj {to him ajlde) 
here take this letter, and read it to hini 5 his owii 
letter to my wife* 

Sir Brilliant* 
Let me fee it— (takes the Utter) 

Sir JBashfull. 
^Tis indeed, as you fay, the vileft aflion a gentle- 
ttito can be guilty ofi 

LoVEMORE. 

Aft linp^rallpUed breach of friefldlhip^ 

Sir Brilliant. 
Not altogether fo unparallelled; I believe it will 
not be found without a precedent — as for example 
^—{reads') -...'. 

.; ;.To IJ^y.L^y Conftant*-— « 

f f If^hy Jhould I conceal^ my dear Madam y that ycur 
charms have awakened my tmderefl pajfions ? 

•'^^ . . - • •* ■ . . - 

M 2 Love- 
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LOVEMORE. 

Confufion! my letter — {afide) 

Sir Brilliant, (reading) 

" / long have lov'd yoU, long adored^ Could I but 
" flatter wyjelf'^ — (Lovemore walks about uneafyi 
^ir Brilliant follows him) 

Sir Bashfull. 
There, Mr. Lovemore, the bafeft treachery ! 

Sir Brilliant. {Reads) 
« Could I but flatter m^elf with the leaft land return!* 

Lovemore. 

Confufion 1 let me fcizc the letter out of his hand, 
{Snatches it from him,) 

Sir Bashfull. 

An unparallellcd breach orfricndlhip, Mr. Lore- 
more, 

Lovemore. 
All a forgery. Sir ; all a forgery. 

Sir Bashfull. 

That I deny; it is the very identical letter my lady 
threw away with fuch indignation. She tore it in 
two, and I have pieced it together. 

Lovemore. 
A mere contrivance to varnilh his guilt. 

Sir Brilliant. 

Ha! ha! my dear l^ovemore, w^ Icnow one ano- 

theiv 
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ther. ^ Have not you been at the fame work with the 
widow BcUmour ? 

Love MORE. 

- The widow Bellmour ! — If I fpoke to her, it was 
to fcrve you. Sir, 

Sir Brilliant. 
^e you fure of that ? 

LOVEMORE. 

Po ! I won*t ftay a moment longer among ye. Til 
go into another room, to avoid ye all. I kndw Jiftle 
or nothing of the widow Bellmour, Sir. (opens the 
door ; Enter Mrs, Bellmour) Hell and deflruftion ! 
r— ^hat fiend is conjured up here ! Zoons ! let me 
pnake my efcape out of the houie. 

{pins to the oppojite door) 

Mrs. LOVEMORE. 

J'll fecure this pafs : you muft not go, my dear. 

LoVEMORE. 

. *Sdeath, Madam, give me. way. 

Mrs. LoVEMORE. 

Nay, don't be in fuch a hurry: I want to intro- 
duce an acquaintance of mine to you. 

LoVEMORE, 

Idefire, Madam 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

My Lord,my Lord Etheridge j I am heartily glad 
to fee your Lordfliip {taking hold of him) 

M 3 Mrs. 
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Mrs. LOVEMORE. 

Do, my dear, let me introduce this lady to you 

(turning him to her) . . 

• • • . * 

LoVEMORE. 

Here's the deyil and all to do ! (ajide) 

• ' t ■■ » 

Mrs Bellmour. 
My Lord, this is the moft fortunate encounter 1 

Xx)VEMPRE. 

I wifh I was fifty miles off, (afide) 

Mrs, LoVEMORE, 

Mrs. Bellmour, give me leave to introduce Mr, 
Lovemore to you (^turning him' to hery 

Mrs. Bellmour, 

No, my dear ' Ma'aiii, let me introduce Jjor^ 
Etheridge to you. (fulling him) My Lord——* 

Sir Brilliant. 
In the name gf wonder, v/hat is all this f 

Sir Bashfull. 

^ ■•■•■• . ' ' 

This is anpther of his intrigues blown up, 

Mrs. Lovemore. 

My dear Ma'am you are miftaken ? -This is piy 
hufband. 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

Pardon nie^ Ma'am, 'ti§ my t,ord Etheridge. 

Mn. 
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Mrs. LOVEMORE. 

My cjear, how can you be fo ill-bred in your t)wn 

houfe ? — Mrs. Bellmour> — this is Mr. Lovemore. 

« ' . ■ ■ ' 

; LoVEAiORE. 

~ ' Are ybii going to tofs me in a blanket, Madan:^? 
-—call up the reft of your people, if you are, 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

Pfliawi prithee now, my Lord, leave off your hu- 
mours. Mrs. Lovemore, this is my l-ord Ethe- 
ridge, a lover of nrtine, who has made propofals of 
marriage to me. ' 

- JLOVEMORE. 

ConfufionP let me get rid jpf thefe two, furies 
{J^reaks away from tbem.^ H i \ 

* -. Sir Bashfull, ^ , 

He has been tampering with her too, has he? 

Mrs. Bellmour. (follows him.) 

My Lord, J fay !' my Lord Etheridge ! won't your 
' "Lordihip know me ? ' 

Lovemore, 

^ Xhi§ is,thejiioft daajnable accident ! (aJiJe) 

> • , . . .. ■» 

- - - ■ ^ ..... ^t ^ , , , 

Mrs. Bellmour, 

.1 hope your lordfhip has not forgot your appoint- 
'ment at my houfc this evening. 

r 

^ ■ M 4 Love^ 
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LOVJBMORE, ^ 

I dcfcnrc all this, (afide) 

Mrs. Bellmouk. 

Pray, my Lord, what have I donCy that yon treat 
mc with this coldaefs ? Come, come, you ftiall have 
a wife ; I will take compaflion on you, 

LOVSMORE. 

Damiiation ! I can't ftand it, (afidey 

Sir Eashf'ull. 
Murder will out : naurdcr will out* 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

Come, cheer up, my Lord : what the deuce, your 
drefs ' is alter'd 1 what's become of the ftar and the 
ribband ? And fo the gay, the florid, the magni- 
fique Lord Etheridge, dwindles down into plain Mr, 
Lqveniore, the married man ! Mr. Lovemore, your 
moft obedient, very humblie fervant, Sir. 

LOVEMORE. 

I can't bear to feel myfelf in fo ridiculous a clri 
cumftance. (qfiJe) 

Sir Bashfull. 
He has been palling himfclf for a Lord j ha$ he ? 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

I beg my complirpents to your friend Mrs. L6yc- 
it : I am much obliged to you bothfor your vcf jf 
honourable defigns. (curbing to bim) 

LOVE- 
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. LOVBMORB. 

I was never fo afliamed. in all my life 1 

Sir Brilliant. 

So, fo, fo, all his pains were to hide the ftar from 
Vne. This difcovcry is a perfeft cordial to my dc-* 
je&ed Ipirits. 

Mrs, Bellmour. 

Mrs. Lovemorc, I canwot fiafficiently acknow-* 
ledge the providence that dirc<5led you to pay me a 
Vifit, though I was wholly unknown to you ; and I 
ihall henceforth confider you as my deliverer. 

• 

L.ovemore-» 

Ay, it was Ihe that faijated away in the clofct, and 
))c damned to her jealoufy. {.aftde) 

Sir Brilliant. 

By all that*s whimfical, an odd fort of an adven- 
turc this. My Lord, {advames to him) my Lord, 
my Lord Etheridg<;, as the man fays in the play, 
" Your Liordftiip is right welcome back to Dcdt 
mark.** , ' 

LOVEMORE. * 

Now he cofnes upon me.— Oh ! Vm m a fine fi-* 
tuation, {afide) ^ , , .. 

Sir Brilliant. 

My Lord, I hope that ugly pain in your Lord- 
fliip's fide is abated. 

^ . Love- 
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rLoVEMORE. 

Abfurd, and ridiculous, {afide)' 

Sir Brilmant. 
There is nothing forming there I hofie, my Lord, 

LOVEMORE. 

I fhall come to ^n,e;j{:planatiQn with you. Sir. 

Sir Brilliant. 

[ The tennis-ball from Lord Raqkett's unlucky 
ieft hand ! 

LoVEMORE. 

^ No. more, at.prefent. Sir Brilliant. I Ici^vejoq 
'now'to yourfelves, and {goes to the door in the bacji 
Jcene) — 'fdeath another fiend i I am bcfet by them, 

'EiUter Lady Constant, 



• V 



LoVEMORE. 



No way to efcape \—{(Lttemps bo^ Jiage doqrs^ ar^ 
. is pevmted) . ^ -^ 

Lapy Constant; 

^ Mr.XQvenpiore, it is the lucki?:ft ^hlPg inthq 
world/ tnat ypu are come home, 

. Ay, it's all over— aU mufl come to %ht, 

Lady Constant. 

-; liave loft every rubber i quite broke 5 four by 

honours 
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honours againfl: me every time. Dp, Mr. Love- 
morej lend me a^iother hundred, 

•- • . • " > 

LOVEMORE. 

1 would give a hundred pound you were alj in 

X-ap|apd, {afti^) 

Lady Constant. 

Mrs. Lovempre, let me tell you, you are married 
to the falfcft man i hp has deceived rtie ftrangiply, 

> 
Mrs. LdvEMORE. 

I begin to feel fiSr him, and to pity his uneafinefsv 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

- I^ever t4kQf»]^ity; let him be probed to the 
quick. . '^ ; 

Sir BashfuLl. 

/ The cafe is pfetty plain> I thinks ijow. Sir 3ri^ 

iiaht. , 

... . ■ , 

Sir Brilliant. ^ 

Pretty plain, upon my foul. Ha ! ha^ ! 

\ ■.'...■ , . LoVEMORE. , _; 

rU turn the tables upon Sir BafhfulL fqr all 
this — (takes Sir. BaJhfuWs letter out of his pocket) 
where is the mighty harnri now in this letter? 

Sir Bashfull, 
Where's the haCrm ? 

LOVJE- 
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LovEMORE. (reads) 
*' / cannot y my dear eft life, an;/ longer bebold^^ 

' Sir Bashfull. 

Shame and confufion ! I am undonCr {aftde) 

m 

LOVEMORE, ^ 

Hear this. Sir Bafhfull — ^^ The manifold vexations^ 
** of which jf thro' a falfe frgudice^ I am myfelf the ot^ 
♦^ cafion. 

Lady Constant; . 

What is all this ? 

Sir Bashfull* 
I am a loft man, (aftde) ; 

L0T£MQRE« 

Mind, Sir Baihfull. "J am therefore refoheix 
^^ after many confii£ls with myfelf to throw off the 
'' mafky and frankly awn a pqffiony which the fear fif 
^^ falling into ridicule Hms in appearance fupprejfed.'^ 

Sir Bashfull. 

*Sdeath ! Til hear no more of it. {/notches at tit 
letter) 

L0V£M0RE« 

No, Sir; I refign it here, where it was direftcd, 

Lady Constant. 
It is his hand fure enough. 

LovE- 
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Love MORE. 

*■■ ., ' , 

Yes, Madam, and thofe are his fentiments^ which 
he explained to me more at large. 

Lady Constant. , {reads) 

Accent the prefents which I my/elf have Jent you ; 
money, attendance, equipage, and every thing elf e you 
Jhall command \ and in return, IJball only entreat you 
to conceal from the world that you have ratfed a Jflame 
in this heart, which will ever Jhew me, 

** Your admirer, 

*^ And your truly affectionate bujband, 

" Bashfull Constant.** 

' ' All; 
Ha! ha!— 

Sir Brilliant. 

So, ib, ib ! he ha^ been in love with his wife all 
this time, ha!s he ? Sir BaflifuU, will yon go and fed* 
the new comedy With me ? 

Sir BASHFyLL. 

1 fhall blufh through the world all the reft of my 
life, [afide) 

. Sir Brilliant. 

Lovemore, don't; you think it a bafe thing to in* 
vade the happinefs of a friehd ? or to do him a clan- 
deftine Wrongs '^ or to injure him with the woman 'he 
loves ? 

Love- 
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LoVEMOREs 

To cut the matter Ihbrt with you, Sir, we have 
been traitors to each other; a couple of unprincif 
pled, unreflefting profligates ! 

Sir BRILLIANT4 • ' 
' Profligktes ! 

LOVEMORE. 

• . ■ ' ' ' ■ 

Ay! both !. Wc are pretty fellows indeed ! 

■ » ■» 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

I am glad to find you are awakene4>to ^ fenfe of 
yourcrtbh - 

Lovemore. 

I am, Madam, and I am frank enough to own it* 
I am above attempting to dffguife my fc^Iings^ Y^hea 
I am confcious they are on the fide 'of tftith and ho- 
nour. With the fincerefl: remorfe, I afk your par- 
don.-— I fliould afk pardon of my Lady Conftant too, 
but the faft is^ Sir BaflifuU threw the ivhole affair 
in my way J and, when a hufband will be afliamcd 
of loving a valuable woman, he muft not . be fiir> 
prized if other people take her cafe into confidera* 

tion, and love her for him. • 

"■ ■ • ' "'*',-*' ■'■ "^ 

Sir Brilliant. *r 

Why, faith that docs in fome fort make his apo-» 
logy. ' 

Sir ^Bashfitll. 
: Sir Bafhfull ! Sir Bafhfull ! thou art TUined! 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

Well, Sir, upon certain terms, I don't know but I 
may fign and feal your pardon. 
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, . XcrmsJ-T— rwhat teriiis ! . 

-1- ■, , , ^ . •, . . ■- -- ' ^ 

, . ' Mrs. Bellmour, 

That you make due expiation pf your guilt to 
^hiat lady, (pqintingto Mrs. Lovemore) 



_ J - > a. 
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LOVEMORE. 

That lady. Ma'am !-^That lady has no rcafon tQ 
complain, 

i>r Mrs. LoVEMORE. 

No reafon to complain, Mr. Lovemore ! • . 

« 

Lovemore. 

• ' ■ • • • , . . ■ 

Ko, Mad^m, none! for whatever may have b^en 
my imprudences, they have had their fource in your 
condud. ^ 

■• • \ — ■ ■ , [ . . . ■ 

Mrs. Lovemore* 
' In my conduft. Sir ! « 

Lovemore. 

In ypwr conduft !- — I here declare before this com- 
pany, and rarn above mifreprefentirig the matter j I 
here declare, that no man in England' could be better 
inclined to domeftic happinefs, if you. Madam; on 
your part, had been willing to make home agree- 
able. 
^ ^ ' ^' ~ " •* ' . . ■ - 

Mrs; LOVEMOXE.' . . 

There I confefs he touches me. {ajide) 

-.'^-" -••'.- ^;: ' . - . . . . Low- 
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/ 

1 

LOVEMORE* 

• 

You could take pains enoilgh before marriage | 
you would put forth all your charms; prafticc all your 
arts ; and make your features pleafe by rule; for ever 
changing; running an eternal round of variety : and 
all this to win my aife&ions : but when you had woA 
them, you did not think them worth your keeping; 
neverdreficdjpenfive, filent, melancholy; and theonly 
entertainment in my houfe, was the dear^plcs^furc of 
a dull conjugal tete-a-tete i and all this infipidity, 
becaufc you think the fole merit of a wife confifts 
in her virtue : a fine way of amufuig a hu/band, 
truly ! \ 



♦ • 



^R Brilliant. 
Upon my foul, and fo it is— « — {hugbing) 

Mrs. LOVEMORE. 

Sir, I muft own there is too much truth in what 
you fay. - This lady has 'opened my eyes, and con- 
vinced me there was a miftake in ray former con- 
duft. 

LoVEMORE. 

Come, come, you need fay no more. I forgive 
you; I forgive. 

Mrs. LoVEMORE. 

Forgive ! I like that air of confidence, when you 
know that, on my fide, it is at worft an error in judg- 
ment ; whereas on yours- 

Mrs. Bellmour. 

Po ! po I never ftand difputing : you know each. 

otherfs 
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other's faults and Virtues : you have nothing to do 
but to mend the former, and enjoy the latter* 
There, therej there, kifs and friends. There, 
Mrs. Lovemore, take your reclaimed libertine to 
your arms. 

LoVEMORfi. 

'Tis in your power. Madam, to make a reclaimed 
libertine of me indeed* 

Ml;S. LoVEMOREfc 

From this moment it Ihall be our mutual ftudy to 
pleafe each other* 

LOVEMORE* 

A match with all rhy heart. I fhall hereafter be 
afhamed only of my follies, but never afhamed of 
owning that I fincerely love you. 

Sir Bash^ull* 
Shan't you be afhamed ? 

L0VEMORE4 
Never, Sir* 

Sik Bashfull. 
And will you keep me in countenance I 

LOVEMORE* 

\ I will. 

Sir Bashfull* 

Give me your hand. I now forgive you all. Mf 

I^y Conftant, 1 own the letter, I own the fenti* 

Vol. Illi N ments 
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ments of it, [embraces her) and from this moment I 
take you to my heart.— ^Lovemore, lookers ! you 
have made a man of rtie. 

Lady Constant. 

If you hold in this humour. Sir Balhfiill, our 
quarrels are at an end. 

Sir Brilliant. . 

And now I fuppofe I muft make reftitution here 
^'^{gives Lady Conjlant the buckles) 

■ . • 

Sir Bashfull. 

Ay, ay, make reftitution. Lovem6re ! this is the 
confequence of his having fome tolerable phrafe, 
and a pcrfon, Mr. Lovemore ! ha ! ha !— . 

Sir Brilliant. 

Why, I own the laujgh is againft me. With all 
my heart ; I am glad to fee my friends happy at 
laft. Lovemore, may I prefume to hope for pardon 
at that lady's hands ? {points to Mrs. Lovemore) 

Lovemore. 

My dear confederate in vice, your pardon is 
granted. Two fad libertines we have been. But 
come, give us your hand : we have ufed each other 
fcurvily: for the future we will endeavour to 
atone for the errors of our paft mifcondud:. 

Sir Brilliant. , 

Agreed ; we will henceforward behave like men, 
who have not forgot the obligations of truth and ho- |f 
nour. 

Lov£- 
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LOVEMORE. 

And now 1 congratulate the whole company, that 
this bufinefs has had fo happy a tendency to con- 
vince each of us of our folly. 

Mrs. BellMour. 

Pray, Sir, don't draw me into a fhare of your 
folly. 

Love MORE. 

Come, come, my dear Ma'am, you are not with- 
out your fliare of it. This will teach you for the fu- 
ture, toi be content with one lover at a time, with- 
out liftening to a fellow you know nothing of, be- 
caufe he aflumes a title, and Ipreads a fair report of 
himfelf. 

Mrs. Bellmour. 
The reproof is juft, I grant it. 

LoVEMORE. 

Come, let us join the company chearfully, keep 
our own fecrets, and not make ourfelves the town- 
talk. 

Sir Bashfull. 
Ay, ay ; let us keep the fecret. 

LoVEMORE. 

What, returning to your fears again ? You will 
put me out of countenance. Sir Bafhfull. 

Sir Bashfull. 

. I have done. 

N 2 s Love- 
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Lovemore* 

When your condudt is fair and upright, never 
be afraid of ridicule. Real honour and generous af- 
fedlion may bid defiance to all the ftnall wits in the 
kingdom. In my opinion, were the bufmefs of this 
day to go abroad into th€ world, it would prove a 
very ufeful leflbn : the men would fee how their paf- 
fions may carry them into the danger of wounding the 
bofom of a friend : and the ladies would learn, that, 
after the marriage rites are performed, they oughc 
not to fuffer their powers of pleafing to languiih 
d.way, but fhould ftill remember to facrifice to the 
Graces. 

^0 win a marty when all your pains fucceed, 
^he Way to Keep Him is a tajk indeed. 
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SONG for Mrs. Gibber in the Way Tq 

Keep Him. 

Written, at the revival of the play, by Mr. Garrick. 

I. 

y^E fair marrkd dames ^ who Jo often deplore^ 
^ That a lover once blefty is a lover no more \ 
'^'^Heitd to my counjel^ nor blufh to be taught y 
That prudence muft cherijh^ what beav^ty h^s caught, 

II. 

The bloom of your cheeky and the glance of your eye^ 
Your rojes and lilies ^ may make the menjigh : 
But rojesy and lilies y andjighs pafs away^ 
Andpajfion will die ^ as your beauties decay, 

III; 

XJ^e the man that you wedy like your favorite Guittar, 
Thd mujic in bothy they dre both apt to jar i 
How tuneful and f oft from a delicate touchy 
j[Sfot handled loo roughly y nor plafd on too much / 

IV, 

^he Sparrow and Linnet will feed from your hand^ 
Grow tame by your kindnefsy and come at command: 
Exert with your hujhand the fame happy fkilly 
For hearts y like your ^irds^ may be tatn'd td your will. 

Be gay and good-^humour^dy complying and kindy 
Turn the chief of your care from your face to your mind: 
*Tis there that a wife may her conquefts improve^ 
And Wnm^ fhall rivet the fetters of I^oy^^ 
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In amore hoec omnia infunt vitia; injuries, 
Sufpiciones, inimicitiae, induciae, 
Bellum, pax rurfum. 

Terence. 
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P R O L O G U E. 

Written and fpoken by Samuel Foote, Efqj 

CJ^O'Nighty le it' known to Box, GalVryj and Pity 

Will be opened the bejl * Summer-Warehoufe for Wit\ 
The New Manuf allure^ Foote and Col Undertakers i 
Playy Pantomimey Opera^ Farce y- — by the Makers I 
Wejcorny like our brethren^ our fortunes to owe 
To Shakefpeare, and Southern, to Otway, and Rowe, 
Though our judgment may err ^ yet ourjujiice is fhewny 
For we promife to mangle no works but our own. 
jind moreover on this you may firmly rely^ 
If we carCt make you laugh ^ that we won't make you cry. 
For Rofcius, who knew we were mirth-loving fculsy . 
Has loclCd up his lightnings his dagger s^ and bowls. 
Colv'd that in bujkins no hero fh all fi alky 
has fhut us quite out of the Tragedy walk. 
}To bloody no blank verfe I — and in fhort we're undone y 
Unlefs yovCre contented with Frolic and Fun. 

Iftir'dofher round in /i?<? Ranelagh-mill, 
There Jhould b^ but one female inclined tofitfiill\ 
If blind to the beauties y orftck of the fqually 
A party fhould fhun to catch cold at Vauxhall ; 
If at Sadler's fweet Wells the made wine Jhould be thicky 
Thfi cheefe-cakes tnrnfoury or Mifs Wilkinfon//V^ ; 
If the fume of the pipes Jhould opprefs you in Ju ne. 
Or the tumblers be lamey or the bells out. of tune \ 
I hope you will call at our warehouje in Drury ; 
We've a curious ajfortment of goods y I ajj'ure you ; ' 
J)omeflic and foreigny and all kinds of wares i 
Engliih clothsy Irilh linneny and French petenlairs I 

* Mr. Garrick, at this time/ had letliis playhoufe for the 
fummer months. 

If 
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If for want of good cufiom^ or lojfes in trade, 
^he poetical partners Jhould bankrupts be made ; 
If from dealings too large, we plunge deeply in debt. 
And Wher E AS ijfue out in the Mufes Gazette ; 
We'll on you our afligns/^r certificates call-, 
though infohenty we're bonefi, and give up our alU 
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MEN. 

Sir John Restless, 

Beverley, 

Sir William Bellmont, 

Young Bellmont, 

Blandford, 

Robert, Servant to Sir John, 

Brush, Servant to Beverly, 



Mr. Yates. 
Mr. O'Brien, 
Mr, Burton. 
Mr. Packer, 
Mr. Bransby, 
Mr. Blakes. 
Mr. Weston, 
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Lady Restless, 

Belinda, 

Clarissa, 

Tattle, 

Tippet, 

Marmalet, 



Mifs Haughton. 
Mrs. Yates. 
Mrs. Palmer. 
Mrs. Bradshaw: 
Mifs Hippisley. 
Mifs Mills. 
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All in the Wrong. 



A COMEDY. 



ACT the FIRST, 

Scene the Park; 

Inter Sir John Restless and Robert, from a 

boufe in the fide Jcene, 



Sir John. 

"^IR John Reftlefs! Sir John Reftlefs ! thou 
J haft played the fool with a vengeance. "What 

evil whifpered thee to marry fuch a woman ? 

lobert, you have been a faithful fervant, and I value 
ou. Did your lady go out at this door here into 
be park, or did Ihe go out at the ftreet door? 

Robert, 
This door. Sir. 



Sir 
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Sir John. 

Robert, I will never live in a houfe again that ha^ 
two doors to it, 

Robert, 
Sir! 

Sir John, 

I will give warning to my landlord inftantly* 
The eyes of Argus are not fufficient to watch the 
motions of a wife, where there is a ftrcet door, and i( 
back door, to favour her efcapes. 

Robert, 

Upon my word. Sir, I wiflv^^-you will pardon my 
boldnefs. Sir, — I wifli you would fliake off this unea-. 
finefs that preys upon your fpirits. It grieves me to 
the heart, — it does, indeed. Sir, to fee you in this 
way: bani(h your fufpicions: you have conceived 
fome ftrange averfion, I am afraid, to my lady. Sir, 

Sir JoHi^, 

X 

No, Robert ; no averfion ; in ipite of me I deal; 
upon her ftill, 

' Robert. 

Then why will you not think gcneroufly. Sir, of 
the perfon you love ? My lady, I dare be fworn-^ 

Sir John, ' 

Is faife to me. That embitters my whble life. I 
love her, and fhe repays me with ingratitude, with 
perfidy, with falfehgod, with 

Ro- 
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Robert. 
I dare befworn/Sir, Ihe is a woman of honour. 

Sir JfoHN4 
Robert, I have confidered you as a friend in my 
houfe : don't you betray me too : don't attempt to 
juftify her. 

Robert. 

Dear Sir, if you will but give me leave : you have 
been anindulgent mafter to me, and I am only con- 
cerned for your welfare. You married my lady for 
love, and 1 have heard you fo warm in her praife: 
why will yoxi go back from thofe fentiments ? 

: Sir John: 

Yes, 1 itlarried her for love — Oh ! love ! love ! 
wh^t mifchief doft thou not occafion in this world ? 
Yes, Robert, I married her for love. When firft 1 
faw hel", I was not fo much ftruck with her beauty, 
as with that air of an ingenuous mind that appeared 
\ti her countenance 5 her features did not ib much 
charm me with their fymmetry, as that expreflion of' 
Iweetnefs, that fmile that indicated affability, mo- 
defly, and compliance. But, honeft Robert, I was 
deceived : 1 was not a month married, when I faw 
her praftifing thofe very fmiles at her glafs : I faw 
through the artifice ; plainly faw there was nothing 
natural in her manner, but all forced, all ftudied, 
put on with her head-drefs : I was alarmed ; I re- 
folved to watch her from that moment^ and I have 
fecn fuch things ! 

Ro- 
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Robert, 

Upon my word. Sir, I believe you wrong her, and 
wrong yourfelf : you build on groundlefs furmizes; 
you make yourfelf unhappy, and my lady too ; and 
by being conftantly uneafy, and never (hewing her 
the leaft love, you'll forgive me, Sir, — ^you fill her 
mind with ftrange fulpicions, and fo the mifduef i^f 
done. 

Sir John* 
Sufpicions, Robert ? 

Robert. 

Yes, Sir, Arrange fufpicions ! — My lady finds her- 
lelf treated with no degree of tendernefs ; ihe infers 
that your inclinations are fixed elfe where, and fo fhe 
is become — -you will pardon my blunt honefly — fhe 
is become downright jealous, — as jealous as your- 
felf. Sir. 

Sir John. 

Oh ! Robert, you are little read in the arts of wo- 
men y you little know the intricacies of their con- 
dudt ; the mazes through which they walk, Ihifting, 
. turning, winding, running into devious paths, but 
tending all through a labyrinth to the temple of 
Venus. You cannot fee, that all her pretences to 
fufpeft me of infidelity are merely a counter-plot to 
cover her own loofe defigns : it is but a gauze co- 
vering, though; it is feen through, and only ferves to 
fhew her guilt the more. 

Robert. 
Upon my word, Sir John, I cannot fee 

Sir 
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Sir John. 

No, Robert ; I know you can't. Her fufpicions 
of me all make againft her ; they are female ftrata- 
gems, and yet it is but too true that Ihe ftill is near 
my heart. Oh ! Robert, Robert, when I have 
watched her at a play, or elfewhere ; when I have 
counted her oglings, and her whifperings, her ftolen 
glances, and her artful leer, with the cunning of her 
fex, fhe has pretended to be as watchful of me: dif- 
fcmbling, falfe, deceitful woman ! 

Robert. 
And yet, I dare aflure you 



Sir John. 

No more ; I am not to be deceived ; I know her 
thoroughly, and now, — now — has not flie efcaped 
out of my houfe, even now ? 

Robert. 
But with no bad defign. 

Sir John. 

I am the beft judge of that : which way did flic 
go? 

Robert. 

Acrofs the Park, Sirs that way, towards the 
Horfe'-guards. 

Sir John. 

Towards the ITorfe -guards ! there, — there, — 

there,, the thing is eviJcnt : you may go in, Roberr. 
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I 

RoBERTi 

Indeed, Sir, I • 

Sir John* 

Go in, 1 fay ; go in. 

Robert. 
There is no perfuading him to his oWri good. 

Sir John" alorj^ 

Gone towards the Horfe-guards ! nly head ^ches{ 
'my forehead burns ; I am cuttting my horris. Gone 
towards the Jiorfe-guards !— ^I'll purfue her thither ; 
if I find her, -the time^ the placej. all will inform 
againft her. Sir John! Sir John 5 you were a mad- 
man to marry fuch a woman. [Exiti 

Enter Beverley and Bellmont, at oppqfite ftdes, 

Beverley. 

Ha! my dear Bellmont ? A fellow fufFerer in love 
\% a companion well met. 

Bellmont* 
Beverley ! I rejoice to fee you. 

Beverley* 

Well ! I ^fuppofe the fame caufe has brought ui 
both into the park : both come to figh our amorous 
vows in the friendly gloom of yonder walk. Belinda 
keeps a perpetual war of love and grief, and hope 
and fear in mj^ heart: and let me fce'^(%j bis hand 
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en Mlmont's hreajl) how fares all here ? I fancy my 
fifter is a little bufy with you. 

Bellmont. 

Bufy ! fhe makes a perfeft riot there. Not one 
wink the whole night. Oh ! Clarilja, her form fo 
animated ! her eyes fo ■ 

Beverley. 

Prithee ! truce ; I have not leifure to attend to 
her praifc : a fifter's praife too ! the greateft merit I 
ever could fee in Clarifla is, that fhe loves you freely 
and fincerely. 



Bellmont* 

And to be even with you. Sir, your Belinda! 
upon my foul, notwithilanding all your lavifh praifes, 
lier higheft perfeftion, in my mind, is her fenfibility 
to the merit of my friend, 

Beverley. 

Oh ! Bellmont ! fuch a girl ! 

Scarce can 1 to heav'nexcufe 

The devotion which I ufe 

Unto that adored dame ! 
^ut tell me honeftly now, do you think Ihe has ever 
>etrayed the lead regard for me ? 

Bellmont. 

How can you, who have fuch convincing proofs, 
low can you afk fuch a queftion ? That uneafinefs of 
^ours, that inquietude of mind 

Beverley. 

Prithee don't fix that charader upon me. 
i^OL. III. O Bell- 
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Bbllmont. 

It is your charafter, my dear Beverley : in- 

ftead of enjoying the objeft before you, you are ever 

looking back to fomething paft, or conjefturing 

about fonnething to come, and are your own felf tor- 

' mentor, 

Beverley. 

No, no, no; don't be fo fevere : I hate the very 
notion of fuch a temper : the thing is, when a man 
loves tenderly as I do, follicitude and anxiety are na- 
tural ; and when Belinda's father oppofes my warmeft 
wilhes— — - 

Bellmont. 

Why yes, the good Mr. Blandford is willing to 
give her in marriage to me. 

Beverley. 
The fenfelefs old dotard ! 

Bellmont. 

Thank you for the compliment ! and my father, 
the wife Sir William Bellmont — 

Beverley. 
Is a tyrannical, pofitive, headftrong— — 

Bellmont. 



There again I thank you. But in Iliort the old 
couple, Belinda's father and mine', have both agreed 
upon the match. They infill upon compliance from 
their children ; fo that according to their wife heads, 
I am to be married off-hand to Belinda, and you and 

your 
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your fitter, poor Clarifla, are to be left to fliift for 
yourfelves. 

Beverley. 
Racks and torment ! 

Bellmont. 

Racks and torment ! — Seas of milk and ftiips of 
amber, man ! — ^\Ve are failing to our wifhed for har- 
bour, in fpite of their machinations. 1 have fettled 

the whole affair with Clarifla, 

I 

Beverley. 
Have you ? 

Bellmont. 

I have, and to-morrow morning makes me pof- 
feflbr of her charms. 

^ ■ 

Beverley. 

My dear boy give us your hand : and then, thou 
dear rogue, and then Belinda's mine ! LoU'toll4oll — * 

Bellmont. 

Well may you be in raptures. Sirs for here, here, 
here they both come. 

Enter Belinda, and Clarissa. 

Beverley. 

Grace was in all her fteps j heav'n in her eye ; 
In every gefture dignity and love. 

O 2 Belinda. 
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Belinda; 

A poetical reception truly ! — But can't your paf-* 
fion infpire you to a compofition of your own, Mr# 
Beverley ? 

Beverley. 

It inrpircs me with fentiments, Madam, which I 
can't find words to exprefs. Suckling, Waller, 
Landfdown, and all our dealers in love-verfes, give 
but a faint image of a he-art touched like mine, 

Belinda. 

Poor pentleman ! what a terrible taking you are 
in ! But if the fonneteers cannot give an image of 
you. Sir, have you had recourfe ta a painter, as you 
promifed me ? 

^ Beverley. 

I have, Belinda, and here, ■ here is the humble 
portrait of your adorer. 

Belinda, {takes the piBure) 

Well ! there is a likenefs ; but after all, there is a 
better painter than this gentleman, whoever he be. 

i 

Beverley. 

A better! now Ihe is difcontented. {afide) 

Where, Madam, can a better be found ? If money 

can purchafe him ■ 

Belinda. 

Oh ! Sir, when he draws for money he never fuc- 
ceeds. But when pure inclination prompts him, 

' thea 
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then his colouring is warm indeed. He gives a por- 
trait that endears the original.— 

Beverley. 
Such an artift is worth the Indies ! 

Belinda. 
You need not go fo far to feek him : he has done 
your buflnefs already. The Hmner I mean is a cer- 
tain little blind god, called Love, and he has 
ftamped fuch an impreflion of you here— 

Beverley. 
Madam, your moft obedient : and I can tell you, 
that the very fame gentleman has been ac work for 
you too. — — 

Bellmont. 

{who had been talking apart with Clarifa) 

Oh ! he has had a world of bufinefs upon his 
hands, for we two have been agreeing what havock 
. he has made with us, 

CLARtSSA. 

Yes, but wc are but in a kind of fool's paradife 
here: all our fchcmes are but mere caftle-building, 
Vliich your father, Mr. Bellmont, and my dear Be- 
linda, — yours too aremoftobftinately determined to 
deftroy. 

Bellmont. 
Whv, as you fay, they are determined that I fliall 
have the honour of Belinda's hand in the country- 
dance of matrimony. _ 
O 3 Be- 
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Belinda. 

Without confidering that I may like another 
partner better. 

Beverley. 

And without confidering that I, forlorn as I am, 
and my fifter, there — who is as well inclined to a 
matrinnomal game of romps as any girl in Chriften- 
dom, muft both of us fit down, and bind our brows 
with willow, in fpite of our ftrongell inclinations to 
mingle in the groupe. 

Bellmont. 

But we have planned our own happinefsj and with 
a little refolution we Ihall be fuccefsful in the end I 
warrant you. Clariffa, let us take a turn this way, 
and leave thit love-fick pair to themfelves : they are 
only fit company for each other, and we may find 
wherewithal to entertain ourfelves, 

Clarissa, 
Let us ti^ : turn this way, 

Belinda. 
Are you going to leave us, Clarifl^a ? 

Clarissa. 

Only jufl: fauntering into this fide-walk : vfc 
(han't lofe one another, 

Belinda. 

You are fuch a tender couple ! you are not tired 

I fee 
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I fee of faying pretty foft things to each other. 
Well ! well ! take your own way. 

Clarissa, 

And if I guefs right, you are glad to be left to- 
gether. 

Belinda. 
Who I ? 

Clarissa. 
Yes, you s the coy Belinda ! 

Belinda. 
Not I truly : let us walk together. 

Clarissa. 

No, no, by no means : you fhall be indulged. 
Adieu ! — we Ihall be within call. 

\^Exeunt Bellmont and Clarifla. 

Beverley. 

My fifter is generoufly in love with Bellmont : I 
wifli Belinda would aft as openly towards me. (aftde') 

Belinda. 

Well, Sir !— Thoughtful ! Til call Mr. Bellmont 
back, if that is the calc, 

Beverley. 
She will call him back, {aftde) 

Belinda. 
Atn I to entertain you, or you me ? 

O 4 Be- 
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Beverley. 
Madam 1 

Belinda. 

Madam ! — ha ! ha ! why you look as if you were 
frightened: are you afraid of being left alone with 
me ? 

Beverley. 

Oh I Belinda, you know that is the happinefsof 
my life -, — but 

Belinda, 
But what. Sir ? * 

Beverley. 
Have I done any thing to offend you J 

Belinda* 
To offend me ? 

Beverley. 

I fhould have been of the party laft night ; I own 
I Ihouldi it was afufEcient inducement to me that 
you was to be there s it was my fault, and you I feq 
are piqued at it. 

Belinda, 
I piqued ! 

Bevjsrley. 

I fee you are i and the company perceived it lafl: 

night. 
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night. I have heard it all : in mere refentmcnt you 
direded all your difcourfe to Mr, Bellmont* 

Belinda. 
If I did it was merely accidental, 

Beverley. 

No, it was deliberately done: forgive my rafli 
folly in refufing the invitation : I meant no man- 
ner of harm. 

Belinda^ 
Who imagines you did. Sir ?— — ^ 

Beverley. 

I beg your pardon, Belinda ; you take offence too 
Jighty. 

Belinda. 

Ha! ha! what have you taken into your head 
now ? This uneafinefs is of your own making : I 
have taken nothing ill. Sir. 

Beverley. 

You could not but take it ill ; but by »all that's 
amiable about you, I meant not to incur your dif- 
pleafure : forgive that abrupt anfwer I fent : I fhould 
have made a handfomer apology. 

Belinda. 
Apology ! — you was engaged, was not you ? 

Beverley. 
I faid fo i I own it, and beg your pardon— 



Be^ 
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Belinda. 

f 

Beg my pardon ! for what ? Ha ! ha ! 

Beverley. 
1 only meant 

Belinda. 

Ha ! ha ! can you think I fee any^ thing in your 
meffage to be offended at, Sir ? 

Beverley. 

I was wrong : I beg your pardon. Where you were 
concerned, I own I Ihould have exprefled myfelf with 
more delicacy, than thofe hafty words, I am engaged, 
and can't wait upon you to-night. I Ihould have 
told you that my heart was with you, though necef* 
fity dragged me another way : this omiflion you re- 
fented. I could learn, fince, what fpirits you were in 
the whole evening, though I enjoyed nothing in your 
abfence. . I could hear the faliies of your wit, the 
fprightlinefs of your converfation, and on whom your 
eyes were fixed the whole nighty 

Belinda. 
They were fixed upon Mr. Bellniont, you think \ 

Beverley. 

Ay! and fixed with delight upon him, nego- 
dating the bufinefs of love before the whole com- 
pany. 

Belinda. 

Upon my word. Sir, whoever is your author, you 

arc 
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are mifinformed. You alarm me with thefe fancies, 
and you know I have often told you that you are 
of too refining a temper : you create for yourfelf 
imaginary nlifunderftandings, and then are ever en- 
tering inco explanations. But this watching for in- 
telligence, from the fpies and mifreprefenters of con- 
verlation, betrays ftrong fymptoms of jealoufy* I 
would not be married to a jealous man for the world. 

Beverley, 

Now Ihe's feeking occafion to break ofF. , {afide) ^ 
Jealoufy, Ma'am, can never get admifTion into my 
breaft. 1 am of too generous a temper : a cen lin 
delicacy I own I have \ I value the opinion of my 
friends, and when there are circumflances of a doubt- 
ful afpecSb, I am glad to fet things in their true light. 
And if I do fo with others, furely with you, on whom 
my happinefr depends, to defire a favourable inter- 
pretation of my words and aftions cannot be im-. 
proper, 

Belinda. 

But thefe little humours may grow up, and gather 

into the fixed difeafe of jealoufy at laft. (Lady Rejl- 

lejs crojfes the ft age ^ and rings a bell at the door) And 

there now, — there goes a lady who is aviftim to her 

^Qwn fretful imagination. 

Beverley, 
Who is the lady pray ? 

Belinda. 

My Lady Reft lefs. Walk this way, and I will 
give you her whole charafter. I am not acquainted 
with her Ladyfnip, but I have heard much of her. 
This way. \TEuUmt Bdinda a:id Beverley. 

Lady 
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Lady Restless, {ringing at the door) 

What do thefe fervants mean ? There is fomc- 
thing going forward here. I will be let in, or I will 
' know the reafbn why. {rings again) But in the 
meantime. Sir John can let anybody hepleafesout 
at the ftreet door : Til run up the fteps here, and 
obferve. [Exit, 

Tattle opens the door, Marmalis,t follows her^ 

$ 

Tattle. 

Who rung this bell? — I don't fee any body ; and 
yet I am fure the bell rung. Well, Mrs. ManTialc5 
jrou will be going, I fee. 

Marmalet. 

Yes, Mrs. Tattle ; I am obliged to leave you. Til 
flep acrofs the Park, and I Ihall foon reach Grofvenor 
Square. When fhall I fee you at our houfe ? 

Tattle. 

Heaven knows when I Ihall be able to get out : my 
Lady leads us all fuch lives ! I wifh I had fuch an- 
other place as you have of it. 

Marmalet. 
I have nothing to complain of. 

Tattle. 
No, that you have not : when fhall I get fuch a 
gown as that you have on by my Lady ? She will 
never fling off fuch a thing, and give it to a poor 
fervant? Worry, worry, worry herfelf, and every 
bodyclfe too. 
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Re-enter Lady Restless, 

Lady Restless. 

No J there is nobody ftirring that way. What do 
' fee ? A hufly coming out of my houfc ! 

Marmalet. 
Well, I miift begone, Mrs. Tattle : fare you well. 

Lady Restless. 

She is dizened out too ! why did not you open the 
oor. Tattle, when I rung ? 

a 

Tattle. 
I came as foon as poffible. Madam. 

Lady Restless. 

Who have you with you here ? What is your bu^ 
incfs, miftrefs ? (/o Marmalet) 

MarmaHet. 
My buflnefs^ Madam ! 

Lady Restless. 

In confufion too ! The cafe is plain. You come 
icrc after Sir John, I fuppofe. 

Marmalet. 
I come after Sir John, Madam ! 

Lady Restless. 

Guilt in her face ! yes, after Sir John : and. 

Tattle, 
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Tattle, you are in the plot againft me j you were fa* 
vouring her efcape, were you ? 

Tattle* 

I favour her efcape. Madam ! What occafion for 
that ? This is Mrs. Marmalet, Madam, an ac- 
quaintance of mine. Madam, as good a kind of body 
as' any at all. 

Lady RzstLESS. 

Oh ! very fine, miftrefs ! you bring yotir creatures 
after the vile man, do you ? 

Marmalet. 
I aflure you. Madam, I am a very honeft girl. 

Lady Restless. 

Oh! I dare fay fo. Where did you get that 
gown ? 

Marmalet. 

La ! Ma'am ! I came by it honeftly, my Lady 
Conqueft gave it to me. I live with my Lady Con- 
queft. Madam. 

Lady Restless. 

What a complexion ihe has ! How long have 
you lived in London ? 

Marmalet. 
Three years. Madam. 

Lady Restless. 
In London three years with that complexion ! it 

can't 
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can't be : perhaps fhe is painted : all thefe creatures 
paint. You are all fo many painted dolls, {rubs 
her face with a white handkerchief) No, it does not 
come off. So, Mrs; Tattle, you bring your frefti 
country girls here to my houfe, do you I - 

Tattle. 
Upon my credit, Ma'am- 



Lady Restless. 
Don't tell me : I fee through this affair. Go you 
about your bufinefs, miftrefs, and let me never fee 
you about my doors again : go, go your ways. 

Marmalet. 

Lord, Ma'am, I fhan't trouble your houle. * Mrs* 
Tattle, a good day. Here's a deal to-do, indeed ! I 
have as good a houfe as her's to go to, whatever fhe 
inay think of herfelf. \Extt^ 

Lady Restless. 

There^ there, there ; fee there y fhe goes off in a 
huff! the way with them all. Ay ! I fee how it is. 
Tattle : you falfe, ungrateful — that gown was never 
given her by a woman, fhe had that from Sir John. 
Where is Sir John ? 

Tattle. 
Sir John an't at home. Ma'am. 

Lady Restless. 
Where is he ? Where is he gone ? When did he 



XO out ? 



Tattle. 



i 



4 
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Tattle. 
I really don*t know. Ma'am. 

Lady Restless. 

Tattle, I know you fib now. But Til fift this to 
the bottom. TU write to my Lady Conqueft to 
know the truth about that girl that was here but 
now. 

Tattle. 
You will find I told you truth. Madam. 

< Lady , Restless. 

Very well, Mrs. Pert. TU go and write this mo-» 
ment. Send Robert, to give me an account of his 
mailer. Sir John, Sir John, you will diftraft me. 

Re-enter Belinda and Beverley. 

Belinda. 

Ay ! but that quicknefs, that extreme fenfibi- 
lity is what I am afraid of. I pofitively would not 
have a jealous hufband for the world. 

Beverley. 

By heaven! no earthly circumftance fhall ever 
iXiake me think injurioufly of you. jealoufy ! — ha!, 
ha ! — ^it is the moft ridiculous paffion ! ha ! ha ! 

Belinda. 
You may laugh. Sir; but Iknowyojur over-re- 
fining temper too well, and I abfolutely will have it 

in 
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plagued 



to vi fit J 
no roiiowing mc irom piace ro pijce : and if Wc 
Ihould chance to meet, and you Ihould perceive a 
man of wit, or a pretty fellow, fpeaking to me, I will 
not have you fidgetting about on your chair, knit- 
ting your brow, and looking at your watch— -" My 
" dear, is it not time to go hcutie ? — my love, the 
•* coach is waiting :"• — and then, if you arc pre- 
vailed upon to ftay, I will not have you converfe 
with a " Yrs, Sir," and a '* No, Sir>" for the reft 
of the evening, and then wrangle with me in the car- 
riage all the way home, and not be commonly civil 
tome for the reft of the night. I poficivdy will 
have none of this. 

Beverley, 
Agreed, Ma*am, ^reed 

i Belinda. 

\ And you flian't tell me you are going out ot 
town, and then ftcal privately to the play, or to Ra- 

tnclagh, merely to be a fpy upon me. I poiltivdy 
will admit no curiofity about my letters. If you 
were to open a letter of mine, I Ihould never forgive 
you. I do verily believe, if you were to open 
my letters I fliould hate yoti. 

Vo'.. III. P Be- 
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Beverley. 

1 fubfcribe, to every thing you can afk. You fhall 
have what female friends you pleafe; lofe your] 
money lo whom you pleafe ; dance with what beau 
you pleale j ride out with whom you pleafe ; go to 
what china-fhop you pleafe ; aad, in fliort, do what 
you pleafe, without my attempting to bribe your 
footman, or your maid for fecret intelligence. 

Belinda. 

Oh ! Lud ! Oh ! Lud ! that is in the very ftraii 
of jealoufy. Deliver me ! there is my father yonder,! 
and Sir William Bellmont with him. Fly this in-l 
ftant, fly, Mr. Beverley, down that walk 5 any wheit.l 



Beverley. 



You promife then- 



BjELINDA. 

Don't talk to me now : what would you be at 
I am yours, and only yours ; unalterably fo. Fly- 
begone, leave mc this moment. 



' Beverley. 
I obey i I am gone. 



[ExiL 



Belinda. 

Now are they putting their wife heads together to 
thwart all my fchemcs of happinefs : but love, im-| 
perious love, will have it otherwife. 



EnU 



\ 



< 
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Enler Mr. BlAndford /w^ Sir William Bellmont. 

I Mr. Blandford. 

\ Sir William, fince we have agreed upon every 
thing- ■ ' 

Sir William. 

Why yes, Mr. Blandford, I think every thing is 
[ fettled. 

Mr. Blandford. 

Why then we have only to acquaint the young 
I people with our intentions, and fo conclude, the af- 
I fair without delay. 

Sir William. 
I That is all. Sir. 

Mr. Blandford. 

As to my girl, I don't mind her noxifenfe about 
Beverley : ftie mu(t do as I will have her. 

Sir William. 

And my fon too, he mufl: follow my directions. 
I At to his telling me of his love for Clarifla, it is all a 
joke with me. Children mufl do as their parents 
will have them. . - 

Mr. Blandford. 

Ay ! fo they mufl: \ ^nd fo they fliall. Hey ! 

here is my daughter. So Belinda !- Well, my 

girl. Sir William and I have agreed, and you are to 
prepare for marriage, that's all. 

P 2 Be. 
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Belinda. 
With Mr. Beverley, Sir ? 

Blandforp. 
Mr. Beverley ! 

Belinda. 
You know you encouraged him yourfelf. Sir. 

Blandford. 

Well, well ! I have changed my mind on that ij 
head : my friend. Sir William, here offers you his i 
fon. Do as I advife you : have a care, Belinda, how o 
you difobey my commands. ir 

u 

Belinda. ? 

But, Sir — «- ' £ 

f 

Blandford. ^ 

But, Madam, I muft and will be obeyed. You 
don't like him, you fay : but I like him, and that's 
fufficientfor you. 



Sir William. 

And lb it is, Mr. Blandfdrd. If my fon pretended 
to have a will of his own> I fhould let him know to 
the contrary. 

Belinda. 

And can you, Sir Willi jm, againft our inclination 
force us both ? 

Bland* 



0" 

i, 
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Blandford. 

Hold your tongue, Belinda j don't provoke me. 
What makes you from home ? Go your ways back 
direftly, and fettle your mind. I tell you once for 
all I will have my own way. Come, Sir William, we 
will ftep to the lawyer's chambers. Go home, Be- 
linda, and be obfervant of my commands. Come, Sir 
William. What did you fay ? {to Belinda) You muti- 
ny, do you ? Don't provoke me. You know, Belinda, I 
am an odd fort of a man when provok'd. Look ye 
here: mind what I fay; I won't reafon with you 
about the matter; my power is abfolute, and if you 
offer to rebel, you fhall have no hufb^nd at all with 
my confent, Y\\ cut you off with a Ihilling; I'll fee 
you ftarve; beg an alms; live miferable ; die 
-wretched ; in fhort, fuffer any calamity without the 
lead companion from me. If I find you an undutif -1 
girl, .1 caft you off for ever. So there's one word for 
all. {Exit : Sir IVilliam follows him. 

Belinda. 

What will become of me ? his inhumanity 

overcomes me quite — I can never confent.: the veiy 
fight of this pi6ture is enough to forbid it. Oh ! Be- 
verley, you are mafter of my heart. I'llgo this inftant 
—and — -heavens ! I can fcarce move. I am ready to 
faint. 

Enter Sir John. 

Sir John. 
No tidings of her far or near. 

P 3 Belinda. 
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Belinda. 
How I tremble ! — I fliall fall — no help ? 

■ 

Sir John. 
What do I fee ! — a young kdy in diftrefs ! 

Belinda. 
Oh ! C faints in bis arms, and drops the piSilure.) 

Sir John. 

She is fallen into a fit. Would my fervants were 
in the way. 

Lady Restless, (at her window.) 

Lady Restless. 

Where can this barbarous man be gone to? — How! 
-—under my very window ! 

Sir John. 

How cold Ihe is !-^uite cold — (Jays his hand to her 
cheek) 

Lady Restless. 
How familiar he is with her ! 

Sir John. 
And yet ihe looks beautiful ftill. 

Lady Restless. 
Does Ihe fo ? 



Sir 
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Sir John. 
Her eyesL open — ^ho w: lovely they look ! 

Lady Restless^ 
Traitor ! 

Sir John. 

Her cheek begins to colour. Well, young lady, 
hovf fare you now, my dear ? 

Lady R;esxles3, 
jMy dear too ! 

Belinda. 
Heavens ! where am I ?— 

Sir John. 

Repofe yourfelf awhile, or will you ftep into my 
Jioufe? 

Lady Restless. 

No, truly, ftian't (he. Vile man ! but I will fpoil 
your fport. I will come down to you direftly, and* 
liafh confufion in your face. \^Exit from above. 

Sir John. 
Where do you live. Madam ? 

Belinda. 
Jn Queen's-fquare, Sir, by the fide of the Park. 

P 4 Sir 
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Sir John. 

I will wait upon you : truft: yourfelf with me. You 
look much better now. Lean on my arm. There^ 
there, I will conduft you. ^Ex^nU 

Enter Lady Restless. 

Lady Restless. 

Now ril make one among ye. How ! fled ! gone I 
which way? Is not that he, yonder? — ^No — he 
went into my houfe, I dare fay, as I came down 
ftairs. Tattle, Tattle, Robert. Will no body an- 
fwer ? 

Enter Tattle. 

Lady Restless. 
Where is Sir John ? 

Tattle. 
La ! Ma'am, how fliould I know ? 

Ladv Restless. 
Did not he go in this moment? 

Tattle. 
No, Ma*am. 

Lady Restless. 

To be fure you will fay fo. I'll follow him through 
the world, or I'll find him out. So, fo, — what is 
here ? — This is her pifture, I fuppofe. 1 will make 
fure of this at leaft : this will difcover her to me, 

tho' 
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tho* flic has efcaped now. Cruel, falfc, deceitful 
man ! [Exit. 

Tattle. 

Poor lady ! I believe her head is turned, for my 
part. Well ! I am determined I'll look out for ano- 
ther place, that's a fure thing I wilL 



End of the FIRST AC T. 



ACT 
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ACT the SECOND. 

Scene Sir John's Houji. 

Enter &r John and Robert. 

Sir John. 

TJ OBERT, where is your lady ? 

Robert, 
In her own room. Sir, 

Sir John. 
Any body with her ? 

R0BERT# 

I can*t fay. Sir : my lady is not well. 

Sir John. 

Not well ! fatigued with rioting about this town> 
I fuppofe. How long has fhe been at home ? 

Robert. 
About an hour, Sin 

Sir John. 

About an hour! — very well, Robert, you-may re- 
tire. {Exit Robert) Now will I queftion her clofely. 
So — ^fo — fo — flie comes, leaning on her maid : finely 
diflcmbled ! finely diffemblcd ! But this pretended 

illnefs 
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illnefs (hall not Ihelter her from my ftriift enquiry. 
Soft a moment ! If I cpuld overhear what paffes be- 
tween 'em, it might lead to the truth. Til work by 
ilratagem. The hypocrite ! how fhe afts her part ! . 

Enter Lady Restless and Tattle* 

Tattle. 
How are you now. Madam ? 

Lady Restless. 

Somewhat better, Tattle. Reach that chair. 
Tattle, tell me honeftly, does that girl live with 
Lady Conqueft ? 

Tattle. 
She does. Madam, upon my veracity. 

Lady Restless. 

Very well ! you will be obftinate, I fee, but I 
fliall know the truth prefently. I fliall have an an- 
fwer from her Ladyfliip, and then ail will come out. 

Tattle. 

You will hear nothing, Ma'am, but what I have 
told you already. 

Lady Restless. 

Tattle, Tattle, I took you up in the country in 
hopes gratitude would make you my friend. But 
you are as bad as the reft of them. Conceal all you 
know : it is of very little confequence. I now fee 
through the whole affair. Though it is the pifture 
of a man, yet I am not to be deceived \ I underftand 
k all. This is fome former gallant : the creature gave 

this 
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this to Sir John as a proof that flie had no afFeftion for 
any one but hinnfelf. What art he muft have had to 
induce her to this ! — I have found him out at laft. 

Sir John, (peeping in) 

Sir JoHN^ 
What does Ihe fay ? 

Lady Restless. 

I have feen enough to convince me what kind of 
man he is. The fate of us poor women is hard : we 
all wifh for hufbands, and they arc the torment of our 
lives. 

'fATTLE. 

There is too much truth in what you fay, Ma'am» 

Sir John. 
You join her, do you, Mrs. Iniquity ? 

Lady Restless. 

What a pity it is. Tattle, that poor women Ihould 
be under feverer reftraints than the men are ! 

Sir John. 
You repine for want of freedom, do you ? 

Lady Restless. 

Cruel laws of wedlock ! The tyrant-hufband may 
triumph in his infidelity. He may fecurely trample 
upon all laws of decency and order: it redounds to his 
credit ; gives him a fafhionable air of vice, while a 
poor woman is obliged to fubmic to his cruelty. She 

remaias 
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remains tied to him for life, even though Ihe has rea- 
fon to entertain a mortal hatred for him. 

Sir John. 
Oh ! very well argued. Madam ! 

Lady Restless. 

What a pity it is> Tattle, that we cannot change 
our hulObands, as we do our ear-rings or our gloves ! 

Sir John. 
There is a woman of fpirit ! 

Lady Restless. 

Tattle ! will you own the truth to me about that 
girl ? 

Tattle. 
I really have told you the truth. Madam. 

Lady Restless. 

You won't difcoyer, I fee : very well ! you may 
go dowh ftairs. 

Tattle. 
I affure your Ladyfliip ^ 

Lady Restless. 
Go down ftairs. 



Tattle. 
Yes, Ma'am. 



Lady 
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Lady Restless. 
Would I had never feen my hufband's face ! 

Sir John, 

I am even with you : I have as good wifhes for you, 
I affure you. 

Lady Restless. 
This pifture here — Oh the bafe man ! 

5ir John. 
The pidure of her gallant, -I fuppofe. 

Lady Restless. 

This is really a handfome pifture : what a charm- 
ing countenance ! it is perfumed I fancy : the fcent 
is agreeable. 

Sir John. 
The jade, how eagerly fhe kifles it! 

Lady Restless. 

Why had I not fuch a dear, dear man, inftead of 
the brute, the monfter 

Sir John. 

. Monfter ! — She does not mince the matter : plain 
downright Englilh ! I muft contain ray rage, and 
fteal upon her meditations — So — fo — fo — [Enters on 
tiptoe. 

Lady Restless. 
There is no falfhood in this look. 

Sir 
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Sir John (Joaking over her Jboulder.) 

Oh ! what a handlbme d<^{faehas chOtfenlbrlier- 
fclf! 

% 

% 

Lady Restless, 
With you, I could be for ever happy ! 

a 

Sir John, 
you couldi could you? (Snatches the piSure.) 

Lady Restless; (/creams out.) 
Mercy on me I^— Oh ! is it you> Sir ? 

Sir John. 
Now, Madam> now falfe one, have I caught you ? 

Lady Restless. 
You are come home at laft, I find. Sir. 

Sir John. 

My Lady Reflfefs, my Lady Reftlefs-, what can 
you fay for yourfelf now ? 

Lady Restless. 
What can I fay for myfelf. Sir John ? 

Sir John. 
* Ay! Madam! thispifture 



Lady Restless, 
Yes, Sir, that pifture ! 



Sir 
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Sir John. 
Will be evidence 

Lady RestI'ESS. 
Of your fhame. Sir John. 

Sir John. 

Of my (hame ! — 'tis very true what fhe fays : yes, 
Madam, it will be an evidence of my (hame 5 I feci 
that but too fenfibly. But on your paft 

Lady Restelss. 
You own it then, do you ? 

Sir John. 

Own it ! I muft ownjt, Madam ; though confufion 
cover me, I muft owh it: it is what you have defer- 
ved at my hands. 

Lady Restless,. 

I deferve it. Sir John ! find excufes if you will. 

Cruel, cruel man ! to make me this return at laft. 

I cannot bear it. Oh ! oh ! {cries) Such black 
injuftice ! 

Sir John. 

^ You may weep j but your tears are loft : they 
fall without efFeft. I now renounce you for ever. 
This pifture v/ill juftify me to the wide world 5 it will 
Ihew what a bafc woman you have been. 

Lady 
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Lady Rsstless. 
lat does the man mean ? 

Sir John. 

? pidure of your gallant^ Madam ! the darling 
ir amorous hours^ who gratifies your luxurious 
tes abroad^ an d ■■ 

Lady Restless. 

rrilous wretch ! Oh ! Sin you are at your old 
(em 2 find: recrimiaacion, you thinks will 
^our turn. 

Sir JoHK. 

s a pity, you know. Madam, that a woman 
I be tied to a man for life^ even though fhe has 
ral hatred for him« 

Lady Restless 
ful hypocrite I 

Sir John. 

It (he can't change her hufband as Ihe does her 
igs or her gloves. 

Lady Restless. 

John, this is your old device : this won't avail 

» 

Sir John. 

1 the original of this fallen to your loty you 
kifs the picture for ever. You can gloat upon 
adam, glue your very lips to it. 

III. cL ^^y 
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Lkdy Restless. 
Shallow artifice ! 

Sir John. 
Wjth him you could be for ever happy* 

Lady Restless. 
This is all in vain. Sir John. ' 

Sir John. 

Had fuch a dear, dear man fallen to your lot, in- 
(lead of the brute, the monfter — Am I a monfter? 
1 am, and you have made me fo. The world Ihall 
know your infamy. 

Lady Restless. 

Oh ! brave it out. Sir, brave it out to the laft: 
harmlefs, innocent man ! you have nothing to blulh 
for, nothing to be afhamed of: you have no intri- 
gues, no private amours abroad. I have not feen 
.any thing, not L 

Sir John. 

Madam, I have feen, and I now fee your para- 
mour. 

• ■ 

Lady Restless. 

That air of confidence will be of great ufe to you, 
Sir. You have no convenient to meet you under 
my very window, to loll foftly in your arms ! 

Sir John. 
Hey ! how ! 

Lady 
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Lady Restless. 

- Her arm thrown carelefsly round your neck ! Your 
hand tenderly applied to her cheek. 

Sir JoH^f. 

*Sdeath ! that's unlucky — fhe will turn it againfl: 
me. {qfide) 

' , Lady Restless, 

You are in confufion^ are you, Sir? But why 
Ihould you ? You meant no harm — -" ^Tou are fafe 
*^ with me, rny dear — ^will you ftep into my houfe^ 
'^ my love ?" — -Yes, Sir, you would fain bring her 
into my very houfe. 

Sir John. 

My Lady Reftlefs, this evafion is mean and paul- 
try. You beheld a young lady in diftrefs. 

Lady Restless. 

I know it, and you, tender-hearted man, could 
carefs her du^ of mere compaffion: you could gaze 
wantonly out of charity ; from pure benevolence of 
difpolition you could convey her to fome convenient 
dwelling. Oh ! Sir John, Sir John ! " 

Sir John. 
Madam, this well a£ted paffion — — 



Lady Restless. 
Don't imagine fhe has efcaped me. Sir. 



0^2 Sir 
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Sir JottN: 

You may talk and rave. Ma'am ; but depend upon 
it, I fhall ipare no pains to do myfelf jxjflice on thii 
occafion. Nor will I reft till 

Lady Restless. 
dh ! fie upon you. Sir John : thcfe artifices ' - 

Sir John, 

Nor will I reft. Madam, until I have found, by 
means of this inftrument here in my hand, who your 
darling is. I will go about it ftreight. Ungrateful, 
treacherous woman ! {^ExiL 

Lady Restless. 

Yes, go, under that pretext, in purfuit of 
your licentious pleafures. This ever has been his 
fcheme to cloak his wicked praftices: abandoned 
man ! to face me down too, after what my eyes fa 
plainly beheld ! I wifli I could wring that fecret out 
of Tattle. rU ftep to my own room direftly, and 
try by menaces, by wheedling, by faif means, l^ 
foul means, by every means, to wreft it from her. 

Scene the Park. , 

' Enter Sir John and Robert* 

Sir John. 
Come hither, Robert. Look at this pi<5hire. 

Ro- 
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Robert; 
YcSj Sir, 

% 

■ % 

Sir John. 

^ Let me watch his countenance. Well ! well ! 
doft thou know it, Rober; ? 

Robert. 
*Tis a mighty handfome pifture. Sir. 

Sir JoHK. 
A handfome pifture ! — (aJiJe) 

Robert. 

The fineft lady in the land need not defire a haod- 
fomer man. Sir. 

Sir John. 

How well he knows the purpofes of it ! — Well ! 
well! honeft Robert, tell me: well — ^who is it?— 
tell me. 

./ 
Robert. 

Sir! 

Sir John. 

1?'ou know whofe pifture it is : I know you do. 
Well ! well ! who— who — -who is it ? 

Robert. 
Upon my word. Sir, it is more than I can tell. 

0,3 Sir 
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Sir John. 

Not know! I am convinced you do. So own the 
truth : don't be a villian s don't. 



Robert. 
As I am an honeft man, Sir- 



Sir John. 

Be an honeft man then, and tell me. Did you 
never fee fuch a fmooth faced, fiery eyed, warm- 
complexioned, taper young fellow here about my 
houfe ? 

Robert. 
'Never, Sir. 

Sir John. 

Not with my wife ! — to drink chocolate of a morn- 
ing, tea of an evening ? Come, honeft Robert, Til 
give you a leafe of a good farm. What fay you ? A 
leafe for your life — well ! well ! — -you may take your 
wife's life into the bargain. Well ! 

Robert. 
Believe me. Sir John, I never fa w . »■ 



Sir John. 

I'll add your child's life. Come fpeak out — your 
own life, your wife's life, and your child's ! now ! 
now! a leafe for three lives! Now, Robert!' 



Ro- 
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Robert. 

As I hope for mercy I never faw any fuch a gen- 
. tleman. 

Sir John. 
Robert, Robert, you are bribed by my wife. 

Robert. 
No, as I am a finner. Sir. 

Sir John. 

And the worft of finners you will be, if you are a 
confederate in this plot againft my peace and honour. 
Refledt on that, Robert. 

Enter a Footman. 

Footman. 

Pray does not Sir John Refllefs live fomewhere 
hereabout ? 

Sir John. 
He does, friend j "what is your bufinefs with him? 

Footman. 
My bufinefs is with his lady. 

Sir John. 
I gueflcd as much, {afide) 

Footman; 
1 have a letter here for my Lady Refllefs, Sir. 

0.4 Sir 
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Sir John. 
A letter for my Lady ! — ^ffom whom, pray ? 

Footman. 

From my Lord Conqucft, 

Sir John. 

My Lord Conqueft ! very well, friend : you may 
give the letter to me. I am Sir John Reftlcfs : that 
there is my houfc. Let me have the letter: I will 
take care of it. 

Footman. 

I was ordered to deliver it into my Lady*s own 
hand. 

Sir John. 

The devil you was ! I mtift have the letter. Til 
buyitoftherafcal. , {afide) Here take this for your 
trouble, friend, (givu him money) And I'll take 
care of the letter. 

FoOTMANf 

J humbly thank your Honour* \Exit^ 

Sir John. 

Now, now, now J let me fee what this is. Now 
jny Lady Rcftlefs j now falfe one, now. {reads) 

" Madam, 

" My Lady Conqueft being gone into the country 

*' for a few days, I have judged it proper to fend a 

. " fpeedy anfwcr to yours, and to alTure you, for your 

*^ "peace of mind, that you need not entertain the 

" leaft 
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^ leaft fufpicion of Marmalet> my Lady's woman. 
" She has lived fomc years in my family^ and I 
" know her bv experience to be an honeft, trufty girl, 
♦^ incapajbleof making mifchief between your Lady- 
" fliip and Sir John. 

^* I have the honour t6 be, 

^^ Madaip, your very humble fervant. 

Conquest/* 

So ! fo ! fo ! — ^Marmalet is a trufty girl ! one that 
will not make mifchief between man and wife ! that 
is to fay, fhe will'difcover nothing againft my Lady 
Reftlefs ! for her peace of mind he lets Madam know 
all this too ! Ihe may go on boldly now ; my Lady 
Conqueft is gone into the country, Marmalet is 
trufty, and my Lord has given her the moft fpcedy 
notice. Very well ! very well ! proofs thicken upon 
proofs. Shall I go direftly and challenge his Lord- 
ihip ? — No — no— that won't do. Watch him clofe- 
ly, that will do better. If I could have a word in 
private with the maid — ^Robert, Robert, come hi- 
ther. Step to my Lord Conqueft's — but with cau- 
tion proceed — enquire there for Marmalet, the maid. 

RoBERT^ 

Iknowl^er, Sir, 

Sir John, 
Jle knows her ! (afide) 

Robert. 
She vifits our Tattle, Sir. 

Sir John. 

Vifits our Tattle !— it is a plain cafe, (^Jsd^) 
Enquire for that girl : but with caution : tell her to 

meet 



s. 
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meet me privately ; unknown to any body ; in the 
dufk of the evening i in the Bird-Cage walk, yonder. 

Robert^ 
I will. Sir, 

Sir John. 

And don't let Tattle fee her. Tattle has engaged 
her in her miftrefs's intereft. I fee how it is. Don't 
let any of my fervants fee her : go direftly, Robert. 
Now fhall I judge what regard you have for me. But> 
hark ye : Come hither ! a word with you. Should 
it be known th^t this girl converfes with me ; fliould 
my Lady have the leaft item of it, they will be upon 
their guard. Let her come wrapped up in darknefs: 
concealed from every obferver, with a malk on. Ay, 
let it be with a mafk. 

Robert. 

A mafk. Sir John ? Won't that make her be re- 
marked the more ? 

Sir John. 

No, no, let her come malked ; i will make every 
thing fure. Robert, bring this about for me, and I 
am your friend for ever. ^ 

Robert. 
I will do my endeavour. Sir. [Exif. 

Sir John. 

FU now take a turn round the Park, and try if I 
can find the minion this pifture belongs to. [Exii. 

Enter 



vf 
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Enter Beverley and Bellmont. 

Beverley. 

Yes, they had almoft furprized us :' but at fight 
of her father, Belinda gave the word, and away I 
darted down towards the canal, 

Bellmont, 
Was Sir William with him ? 

Beverley. 

Yesj they had been plotting our ruin. But, we 
ihall out-officer therti, it is to be hoped. 

Bellmo^tt. 
Yes, and it is alfo to be feared that we fhall fiot, 

Beverley. 
Hey ! you alarm me : no new mine fprung !] 

Bellmont. 

Nothing but the old ftory. Our wife fathers are 
determined. . At the turning of yonder corner they 
came both full tilt upon Clarifla and me. 

Beverley*. 
Well, and how ! what pafled ? 

Bellmont. 

Why they were fcarcely qivil to your fifter. Sir 
William fixed his furly eye upon me for fome time : 
at laft he began : you will run counter to my 
will, I fee:* you will be ever dangling after 
that girl : but Mr. Blandford and I have agreed 
upon the naatch : and then he peremptorily co.n- 

manded 
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manded me to take my leave of Clarifla^ and fix my 
heart upon your Belinda. 

Beverley^ 
And did you fo ? 

Bellmont. 

And did you fo ? How can you afk fuch a qucf- 
tion ? Sir, fays I, I muft fee the lady home, and off 
I marched, arm in arm, with her, my father bawling 
after me, and I bowing to him, " Sir, your humble 
«^ fervant, I wifli you a good morning. Sir/' He 
continued calling out : I kifled my hand to himi 
and fo we made our cfcape. 

Beverley. 
And where have you left Clariffa ? 

Bellmont. 
At home i at your houfe. 

. Beverley. 

Well ! and do you both continue in the ftmc 
mind j is to-morrow to be your wedding-day ? 

BiLLMONT. 

Now are you conjuring up a thoufand horrid fan- 
cies to torment yourfelf. But don't be alarmed, my 
dear Beverley. I fhall leave you your Belinda, and 
content myfelf with the honour of being your 
brother-in-law. 

Beverley. 

Sir, the honour will be to me — ^But uncafy ! — ^ha 

ha! 



A . C O M E D Y. 253 

ha I no ■ no t am not uneafy, nor fliall I 

tvcr be fo again, 

Bellmont. 

Keep that refolution, if you can* Do you dine 
with us at thp club ? 

Beverley, 
With all my heart : ^'U attend you^ 

Bellmont. 

That*s right ; let us turn towards the Mall, and 
faunter there till dinner. 

Beverley. 

No, I can't go that way yet. I mufl: enquire how 
Belinda, does, and what her father faid to her. I 
have not ktn her fince we parted in the morning. 

Bellmont. 

And now, according to cuftom, you will make her 
an apology for leaving her, when there was an abfo- 
lute neceflity for it, and you'll fall to an explanation 
.of circumftances that require no explanation at all, 
and refine upon things, and torment yourfelf and 
hef into the bargaint 

Beverley. 

Nay^ if you begin with ypur raillery, I am off: ' 
your fervant i a Vbmneur. ^ Exit. 

Bellmont. {alone) 

Poor Beverley ! — Tho' a handfome fellow, and of 
agreeable talents, he has fuch a ftrange diffidence in 

him- 
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himfelf, and fuch a folicitude to pleafe, that he iS 
every moment of his life moll ingenioufly elaborating 
his own uneafincfs. 

Enfer Sir John* 

Sir John, 

Not yet, not yet; nobody like it as yet. Ha! 

who is that hovering about my houfe ? If that 

fhould be he now ! 1*11 examine him nearer— 

Pray, Sir what the devil ihall I fay ?-^ Pray, 

Sir — — 

Bellmont. 
Sir! 

Sir John. 

I beg pardon for troubling you. Sir j but pra^ 
what o'clock is it by your watch ? 

Bellmont. 

By my watch. Sir ! — PU let you know in a mo- 
ment. 

Sir John, 

Let me examine him no W ' (^looks at htm^ and 
ih€n at the piilure) 

Bellmont. 

Kgad, I am afraid my watch is not right : it rauft 
be later, {looking at his watch) 

Sir John. 
It is not like h;m— — (i'^^:?/)^ n;/^ the piffure') 

Bell- 
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Bellmont. 
It does not go, I am afraid, (puts it to bis ear) 

Sir John. 
The eye— i-no ! 

\ Bellmont.' 
Why, Sir, by my watch it wants a quarter of three. 

Sir John. 

It is not he : and yet— no — no — no — I am ftill 
to feek. 

Enter Beverley. 
. . 'Beverley. 



Belhnont! Another word with you. 



r ( 



Sir John. 

Here comes another ; they are all fwarming about 
my houfe. 

Beverley. 

I have feen her ; 1 have feen Belinda, my boy : (he 
will be with Clarifla in the Park immediately after 
, dinner, you rogue. 

Sir John; 
I want to fee his face ; this may be the original. 

Beverley. 

Her father has been rating her jin his ufual man- 
ner; 
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net; but ypur marriage with my fiftcr will fettle 
every thing. 

Sir John. 

FU walk round him. (Jings) Loll toll loll— 
{looks at him) — ha ! it has his air. (Jings) IxAl toll 

loll, — and it has his eye ! Loll toll loU-^ 

(walks to and fro ) 

Beverley. 

Prithee, Bellmont, don't be fuch a dangling lover, 
but conliimmatc at once, for the fake of your friend. 

Sir John. 
It has his nofe for all the world. 

Bellmont. 

Do you fpirit your fifter up to keep her refblution, 
and to-morrow puts you out of all pain. 

Sir John. 

Loll toll loll — it has his complexion j the fame 
glowing, hot, amorous complexion. 

(Jings and looks uneajj) 

Beverley* 
Who is this gentleman ? 

Bellmont. 
An odd fellow Jbe feems to be. 

Sir John. 

Loll toll toll — ir has his fhoulders. Loll toll loll 
—Ay, and I fancy the mole upon the cheek too. I 
wilh 1 could view him nearer : loll toll loll ! 

B£- 
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Beverley. 
He feems mad, I think. Where are his keepers ? 

Sir John, 

Begging your pardon. Sir—- Pray {looking at him 
and the pi£Iure)—V rdiyy Sir, can you tell whether 
we Ihall have a Spanifh war ? 

Beverley. 

Not I truly. Sir. '{to Bellmont) Here is a politi- 
cian out of his fenfes. 

Bellmont. 

'He has been talking to me to6 : he is too well 
dreffed for a poet. 

Beverley. 
Not, if he has had a good fubfcription. 

Sir John. 
He has the njole fure enough, (afide) 

Beverley. 

Let us ftep this way, to avoid this in;;:^crtinent 
blockhead. 

Sir John, 

Ay! he wants to fneak off. Guilt! guilt I con- 
fcious guilt ! rU make fure of him. Pray, Sir, ■ 
1 beg your pardon — Is not your name Wildair ? 

Beverley. 
No, Sir, Beverley at your fervice. 

Sir John. 

X Have you no relation of that name ? 

Vol. III. R ^^- 
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Beverley, 
None, 

Sir John. 

You are very like a gentleman of that nanie— -a 
friend of n^ine, whofe pidture I have here— --Will you 
give mc leave juft to— 

(^compares him with the piSlure) 

Beverley. 

An odd adventure this, Bellmont, 

Bellmont, 
Very odd, indeed, 

Beverley, 
' Po you find any likenefs. Sir ? 

Sir John. 

Your head a little more that way, if you pleafe, 
Ay ! ay ! it is he. 'Yes, a plain cafe ; thi$ is my 
rnan^ or rather,— -this is my wife's man. 

Beverley. 
Pid you ever know any thing fo whimQcal ? 

Bellmont, 
Never-T — rrha ! ha ! ha ! 

Sir John. 

They are both laughing at me. Ay ! and I fhall 
be laughed at by the whole town, pointed at^ hooted 
^t, and gdzed at ! 

85- 
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Beverley. 

"What do I fee ? 'Sdeath, the fetting of that pic- 
ture is like what I gave to Belinda. Diftradion! 
if it is the fame {drawing near him) 

^ . Sir John. 

He makes his approach, and means, I fuppofe, to 
fnatch it out of my hand. But Til prevent him, and 
fo into my pocket it goes. There, lie fafe there. 

Beverley. 

Confufion ! he puts it up in a hurry. Will you 
be fo good. Sir, as to favour me with a— 

Sir John. 
Sir, I wifli you a good day. 

Beverley. 
With a fight of that pifture for a moment ? 

Sir John. 
The pidhire, Sir-— -Po ! — a mere daub. 

Beverley. 
A motive of curiofity, Sir- - 

Sir John. 

It is not worth your feeing. I wilh you a gopd 
day. 

Beverley, 
I fhall take it as a favour. 

R 2 Sir 
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Sir John. 

A paltry thing. I have not a moment to fpare a 
my family is waiting dinner. Sir, I wifh you a gOQ4 
morning, {run^ into his houje) 

Beverley. 
Death and fire ! Bdlmont^ my piQxire J 

Bellmont, 
Oh! no — no fuch thing, 

Beverley, 
But I am fure of it. If Belinda--^ 

Bellmont. 
What relapfing into . fulpicion again ! . 

Beverley. 

Sir, I have reafon to fufpeft. She flighta me, 
difdains me, treats me with contempt. 

Bellmont, 

But I tell you, that unhappy temper of yours-«^ 
Prithee, man, leave teazing yourfelf, and let us ad^ 
journ to dinner. 

Beverley. 
No, Sir ; I flian't dine at all. I am not welh 

Bellmont, 

Ridiculous ! ho^ can you be io abfurd ? TU bett 
yoy twenty pounds that \% not your pift-ure, 
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Beverley* 
Done ; I take it. 

Bellmont. 

With all my heart ; and 1*11 telt you niore; if* it 
be your^s, I will give you leave to be as jealous of 
her as you pleafe. Come, now let us adjourn. 

Beverley. 

I attend you. In the evening we Ihall know the 
truth. If it be that I gave Belinda, ftie is falfe, and 
I am miferable. ^Exeunf. 

Sir John, (peeping after them) 

There he goes ; there he goes ! the deftroyer of 
my peace and happinefs !*— FU follow him, and.make 
fure that he has given me the right name 5 and then, 
my Lady Reftlefs, the mine is fprung, and I have 
done with your for ever. 



End of the SECOND ACT. 



R 3 ACT 
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ACT the THIRD. 

The former Scene continues, 
- Enfer Belinda and Clarissa* 

Belinda^ 
UT have you realljr fixed evexy thing, Clariffa ? 

Clarissa, 

Pofitively, and to-morrow morning makes me 
his. 

Belinda. 
To-morrow morning ! 

Clarissa. 

Yes, to-morrow morning I releafe Mr. Bellmont 
from his fetters, and refign my perfon to him. 

Belinda. 

Why, that is what we poor women, after all the 
viftories of our charms, all the triumphs of our 
beauty, and all the murders of our eye§, muft come 
to at laft, 

Clarissa. 

Well, and in that we but imitate the men* 
Don't we read of rhem conquering whole kingdoms* 
and then fubmitting at laft to be governed by the 
vanquiftied. 

Be- 
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Belinda. 

Very true, Clanfla; and I don't khow but y6u are 
a heroine equal in fame to any of them j nay fupe- 
rior : for your fcheme> I take it, is not to unpeople 
the world* 

Clarissa. 

Prithee, don't talk fo wildly. To tell you the 
truth> now that I have fettled the affair, I begin to be 
ial armed at what I have done. 

Belinda. 
Oh! dear, dear affeftation ! 

Clarissa* 
Aftuallynow, pofitively, I am terrificci to death, 

Belinda. 

To be fure:— oiir lex muft play its tricks, and lum- 
mon up all its fantaftic train of doubts and fears. 
But courage, my dear, don't be frightened, for the 
fame fex within that heart of yours will urge you pn^ 
and never let you be at reft, till you have procured 
yotirfelf a tyt^nt for life. 

ClarissA; 

A tyrant, Belinda ! I think more generoufly of Mn 
Bellmoht, than to imagine he will iifurpi to himfelf 
an ill ufe of his power. 

Belinda. 

iTo deal candidly I ^m of your opinion. JBut tell 
jme now, slm hot I a very good girl^ to refign fuch a 
man to you ? 

R 4 CU^ 
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Clarissa. 
Why, indeed, I muft confefs the obligation, 

Bel-inda. 

Ay ! but to refign him for one whofe temper does 
not promife that 1 Ihall live under fo mild a govern- 
ment. 

Clarissa. 
How do you mean ? 

Belinda. 

Why, Mr. Beverley's ftrange caprices, fufpicions, 
and unaccountable whimfies, are enough to alarm 
one upon the brink of matrimony. 

Clarissa. 

Well, I vow I can't help thinking, Belinda, that 
you are a little fubjeft to vain furmifes and fufpicions 
yourfelf. 

Belinda. 

Now, your are an infincere girl. You know I am 
of a temper too generous, too open 

Clarissa. 

I grant all that, but by this conftant repetition of 
the fame doubts, I IhouJd not wonder to fee you moft 
heartily jealous of him in the pnd. 

Belinda. 
Jealous !-— Oh heavens !— jealous indeed ! 

Cla-t 
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Clarissa. 

Well, I fay no more. As to my brother, here he 
Comes, and let him fpeak for himfelf. 

Enter Beverley and Bellmont. 

Bellmont. 

Well argued. Sir : you will have it your own way, 
and I give up the point. Ladies your mod obe- 
dient. I hope we have not tranfgreffed our time. 

Belinda; 

Not in the leaft; you are both very exaft. True 
as the dial to the fun. 

Beverley, {in a peevijh manner.) 
Although it be not (hone upon. 

Belinda. 

Although it be not fhone upon, Mr. Beverley ! 
why with that dejefted air, pray Sir ? 

Bellmont. 

There again now ! you two are going to com- 
mence wrangling lovers once more. A-propos, Be- 
linda — now Beverley, you Ihall fee — be fo good. 
Ma'am as to let me fee this gentleman's pidlure. 

Belinda. 

His pifture ! what can you want it for ? You fhall 
have it. (fearcbing her pocket.) 

Bell- 
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Bellmont. 

Nowi Bcfvcrlejr, do you confefs how wrong yoil 
have been ? 

BeverleV. 

Why, t begin to fee my rniftate. Say not ^ 
word to her ; fhe'U never forgive me, if you difco- 
vcr my infirmity, (apart) 

fiELIJfbA. 

It is not in that pdcket : it muft be here, (fearches) 

Bellmont^ 

You have been fad company oh account of this 
ftrange^ fufpicion. 

Beverley. 
I own it i let it drop s fay no more. (aJtJe) 

Belinda* 

Well ! 1 proteft and vow — -where can it be ? Come^ 
gentlemen, this i^fome trick of yours: you have it 
among ye. Mr. Bellmont, Mr. Beverley, pray re- 
turn it tQ me. 

Beverley* 
No, Ma'am, it is no trick of ours. (Angrily) 

Belinda^ 
, As I live and breathe I have not got it. 

BEVEft- 
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Beverley. 
What think you now, Bellniont ? 

Bellmont. 

She'll find it prefently, man ; don't fhew your hu- 
mours : be upon your guard j you'll undo yourfclf 
clfe. Clarifla, fhall you and I faUnter down this 
walk? 

Clarissa. 

My brother feems out of humour : what is the mat- 
ter now ? 

Bellmont. 

I'll tell you prefcntly : let us ftep this way. 

[Exit with Clarijfa. 

Belinda. 

Well, I declare, I don't know what is come of this 
odious pifture. 

Beverley. 
This odious pifturc ! how ftie exprefles it ! 

i 

t 

Belinda. 
You may look grave. Sir, but I have it not. 

Beverley. 

I know you have not. Ma'am ; and though you 
may imagine 

Belinda. 
Imagine ! what do you mean ? — Imagine what ? 

Bever- 
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Beverley. I^ 

Don't imagine that I am to be led blindfold as yew 
pleafe. 

Belinda. 
Heavens ! with what gravity that was faid ! 

Beverley. 
I am not to be deceived -, I can fee all round mc, | ^ 

Belinda, 
You can? 

Beverley. 
I can^ Madam. 

Belinda^ 
Well, and how do you like your prolpeft ? 

Beverley*. 

Oh ! you miy think to pafs it off in raillery : but 
that pifture I have this day feen in the hands of an- 
other ; in the hands of the very gentleman to whom 
you gave it. 

Belinda. 

To whom I gave it ? — have a care. Sir -, this is m^ 
other fymptom of your jealous temper, 

Beverley. 
But I tell you. Madam, I faw it in his hand. 

6s^ 
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Belinpa. 
Who is the gentleman ?— What's his name ? 

Beverley. 

His name. Madam ! — Tdeath ! I forgot that cir- 
cumilance. Though I don*t know his name. Ma- 
dam, J know his perfon, and that is fuificient. 

Belinda. 

Go on, Sirs you are making yourfclf very ridicu- 
lous in this matter,— Ha! ha ! 

Beverley. 

You may laugh, Madam, but it is no laughing 
matter, that let me aflure you. 

Belinda. 

Oh ! brave — follow your own notions. I gave it 
Hway : I have fcorned your prefcnt. Ha ! ha ! — Poor 
Mr- Beverley ! 

Beverley. 

I don't doubt you. Ma'am : I believe you did give 
it away. 

Belinda. 

Mighty well, Sir, think fo if you pleafe. I fhall 
leave you to your own imagination : it will find where- 
withal to entertain you. Ha! ha! the felf-tor- 
menting Beverley ! yonder I fee Clarifla and Mr. 
Bellmont. I will join them this inftant. Your fer- 
vant. Sir. Amufe yourfelf with your own fancies — . 
ha ! ha { [£x//. 

Berver-j 
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(Beverley, {alone) 

Plague and diftradion !-^I can't tell what to make 
of this. She carries it off with an air of confidence. 
And yet if that be my pifture, which I faw this morn- 
ing, then it is plain I am only laught at by her. The 
dupe of her caprice! — I cannot bear it. 

Enter Belinda, Clarissa, and Bellmour. 

Belinda. 

Obferve him now. Let us walk by him without 
taking any notice. Let us talk of any thing 
rather than be filent. What a charming evening 1 

I 

Clarissa. 

And how gay the Park looks ! — mind the gendc- 
man ! 

Belinda. 

Take no notice ; I beg you wonti Suppofe we 
were to (hew ourfelves in the Mall, Clarifla, and walk 
our charms there, as the French exprefs it ? 

Bellmour. 

Ha! ha! — ^Beverley! — what fixed in contempla- 
tion! 

Beverley. 
Sir, I beg — I chufe to be alone. Sir. 

Bellmour, Belinda, and Clarissa. 
Ha! ha! ha! 



f , 
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Beverley. 
Pihaw ! impertinent, (afide) 

Belinda. 

Oh ! for heaven's fake, let us indulge the gentle- 
man. Let us leave him him to himfelf, and his ill- 
humours. This way, this way. You Ihall go home 
and have your tea with me. Mr. Beverley, (Jhe 
kijfes her band to him at Jome diftance^ and laughs at 
him) your feryant. Sir; 1 wifh you a good evening. 
A rhonneur. [Exeunt. 

Beverley, {alone) 

pijftraftion ! you may retire. Your fervant, Ma- 
dam. Racks and torment! this is too much. If 
Jhe has parted with the pidlure ; if (he has given it 
away — but fhe may only have lent it, or fhe may have 
loft it. But even that, even that is an injury to me. 
Why fliould fhe not be more careful of it ? I will 
know the bottom of it. That's the houfe the gen- 
tleman went into. 1*11 wait on hihi direftly: but 
they are watching me. FJl walk another way, to 
elude their obfervation. Ay! ay! you may laugh 
JMa'am, but I fliall find out all your artifices. 

Scene an apartment at Sir John's. 

Enter Lady Restless, meeting Robert, 

Lady Restless, 
Where are you going. Sir ? 



Ro- 
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Robert. 

To my mafter's room. Madam, to leave thefc 
cloaths there. 

Lady Restless. 

Stay, Sir; ftay a moment. (Jearches ibe pockets) 
Where are his letters ? 

Robert. 

Letters, my Lady ! I know of no letters : 1 never 
touch his pockets. 

Lady Restless. 

I guefled you would fay fo. You are Sir John's 
agent i the conduftor of his fchemes, 

Robert. 
I, Madam ! 

Lady Restless. 
You, Sir, you are his fecretary for love-affairs. 

Robert. 
1 coUeft his rents, my Lady, and 



Lady Restless. 

Oh ! Sir, I am not to be deceived. I know you 
are my enemy. 

Robert. 

Enemy, my Lady ! I am fure, as far as a poor kx- 
vant dare, I am a friend to both. 

Lady 
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Lady Restless. 

Then tell me honeftly, have not you conveyed his 
letters out of my way ? 

Robert. 
Indeed, Madam, not I. - 

\Lady Restless. 

Then he has done it himfelf. Artful man ! I 
never can find a line after him. Where did you go 
for him this morning ? 

Robert. 
This morning ! 

Lady Restless. 

Ay! this morning. I know he fent you fome- 
where ? Where was it ? 

Robert. 
UpoH my Word, my Lady 



Lady Restless. 

Very well. Sir : I fee how it is. You are all bent 
againft me. I Ihall never be at reft till eveiy fervant 
in this houfe is of my own chufing. Is Tattle come 
home yet ? 

Robert. 
No, Madam, 

Lady Restless. 

Where can fhe be gadding ? Hark !* — I hear a 
Vol. III. S rap 
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rap at the door. This is Sir John, I fuppofe. Stay, 
let me liften. I don't know that voice. Who can 
it be ? Spme of his libertine company, I fuppofe. 

Robert. 
My Lady, if you will believe me 



Lady Restless. 

Hold your tongue, man : let me hear. You want 
to hinder me, do you ? 

Robert. 
Indeed, Madam 

Lady Restless. 

Hold your tongue, I fay ! won't you hold your 
tongue ? Go about your bufinefs. Sir, go about your 
bufinefs. What does he fay ? {liftening) I can't 
hear a word. Who is below there ? 

Enter Tattle, with a Capuchin on. 

Lady Restless. • 

So, Mrs. Tattle, who is that at the door ? 

Tattle. 
A gentleman, Madam, fpeaking to William. 

Lady Restlpss. 

And where have you been, miftrefs? How dare 
you go out without my leave ? 

■ 

Tattle. 

Dear my Lady, don't be an^ ry with me. I was {^ 

terri' 
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terrified about what happened in the morning ; and 
your Ladylhip was in fuch a perilous taking about 
it, that I went to defire Mrs. Marmalet would juftify 
herfelf and me* 

Lady REStLESs* 

Oh ! very well^ Mrs. Bufy-Body. You have been 
there, have you ? You have been to frame a (lory 
among yourfelves, have you> and to hinder me from 
difcovering ? But Til go to my Lady Conquefl: 
myfelf. I have had no anfwer to my letter^ and 'tis 
you haVe occafioned it^ Thanks, to your meddling I 

Tattle; 

Dear my Lady, if you will but give me leave : I 
have been doing you the greateft piece offervice. I 
believe, in my . confcience, there is lomething in 
what you fulped ^bout Sir John. 

Lady Restless. 
Do you ? why ? how ? 

Tattle. 

I have feen Mrs. Marmalet, and I have made 
fuch a difcovery ! 

Lady Restless. 

Have you. Tattle ? Well ! What ? fpeaki tell me ; 
what is it ? 

Tattle* 

Robert has Seen there, Madam^ wi^h a meflage 
from Sir John, who wants to fee her in the evening} 
and he has defired \ 

S 2 Lady 
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Lady Restless. 

fileffings on you. Tattle : well ; go on s tell me 
all. 

. E?ihr a Servant. 

Lady Restless. 

What do you want, Sir ? Who called you ? Go 
about your bulinefs. 

Servant. 
Madam, there is a gentleman wants to Ipeak with 
Sir John about a pifture. 

X 

Lady Restless. 

I had forgot me. It was he rapped at the door, I 
fuppofe. 

Servant. 
Yes, Madam ! 

Lady Restless. 

About a picture !— This may lead to fome further 
difcovery. Dcfire the gentleman to ftep up Hairs. 
(Exit ServanlJ— and fo. Tattle, Robert has been 
there ? 

Tattle. 
Yes, Ma'am. 

Lady Restless. 

And Sir John wants to fpeak with Marmalet in the 
evening, and has dcfired--Oh! the bafe man!— 

what 
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what has he defired ? Now he is difcovered. What 
has he defired ? 

Tattle. 

He has defired. Ma'am, — the poor girl docs not 
know what to make of it — She is very fober and dif- 
creet, I affure you. Ma'am— he has defired, Ma'am, 
in the dufk of the evening, that Mrs. Marmalet will 
come and 

Lady Restless. 

How unlucky this is ? The gentleman is com- 
ing. I have a mind not to fee him : and yet I will 
too. Tattle, do you ftep to my room ; as foon as 
he goes, I will come to you, and hear all in private. 
{Exit Tattle) In the duflc of the evening he defires 
to fee her ; abandoned wretch ! 

Enter Beverley. 

Beverley. 
Madam (bows) 

Lady Restless. 
Pray walk in. Sir. (curtjies) 

Beverley. 
^ I wanted a word with Sir John Reftlefs, Madam* 

Lady Restless, 
About a pifture ? 

Beverley. 

Yes, Madam, a pifture I had given to a \2Ay ; 
and however infignificant in itfelf, it is to me of the 

S 3 highelt 
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higheft confequence, as it may conduce to the ex-. 

f)lanatiQn of an affair, in which the happinefs of my 
ife is concerned, 

Lady Restless^ 
The lady i§ young ? 

Beverley^ 
She is. 

Lady RESTLESSt 
And handfome ? 

Beverley. 

In the higheft degree ; my heart is devoted to 
her ; and 1 have reafon to fufpedl, that a prefent from 
me is not of fo much value as I could wifli. To be 
plain', .Ma'am^ I imagine Ihe has given the pidure 
away. 

Lady Restless. 
V As I guefled : my fufpicions are juft, 

Beverley. 

Your fufpicions, Madam ! Did you fulped: it was 
given to Sir John Reillefs ? 

Lady Restless. 

What I know of the matter fhall be no fecret to 
you. Pray, Sir, have you fpoke to the lady on this 
fubjeft ? 

Beverley. 
I have, but fhe knows pothin^ of the matter ; Ihe 
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has loft it, ftie has miflaid it, flie can give no account 
of it. 

Lady Restless, 

She has given it to Sir John, Sir, to ftiew him 
how little Ihe regards it. 

Beverley. 
Given it to him ? 

Lady Restless. 
Given it to him, Sir. 

Beverley. 
Then I have no further doubt. 

Lady Restless. 
Of what ? 

Beverley. 

Madam, I would not hurt your peace of mind ; I 
would not give you an impreflion of Sir John, that 
may afFeft his charafter. 

Lady Restless. 

. OK ! Sir, ftand upon no ceremony with him ; an 
injurious, falfe, licentious man ! 

Beverley. 
Is that his charafter ? 

Lady Restless. 
Notorioufly : he has made me miferable ; falfe to 
his marriage vows, and warm in the purfuit of his 

S 4 plea- 
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pleafures abroad! — I have not deferved it of him. 
Oh ! Sir John ! Sir John ! {cries) 

Beverley. 
She weeps i the cafe is plain, and I am undone. 

Lady Restless. 
Pray, Sir, what is the lady's name ? 

Beverley* 
Belinda ^l^ndford. 

Lady Restless. 
Belinda Blandford! So far I have difcovered^ 

Beverley. 
Pray, Madam, have you ever feen her ? 

Lady Restless. 
Seen her. Sir ! yes, I have feen too much of her, 

Beverley. 

You alarm me. Madam. You have fccn nothing 
improper, I hope. 

Lady Restless. 
I don't know what you call improper. But, pray, 
what ought one to think of a young lady thrown ft^ 
miliarly into a' gentleman's arms ? 

Beverley. 
In his arms, Madam ! Sir John's arms I 

Lady 
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Lady Restless. 

In Sir John's ! in open day ; in the Park ; under 
my very window ; moll familiarly, wantonly reclin- 
ing in his very arms. 

Beverley. 
Oh ! Heavens ! 

Lady Restless. 

He clafping her with equal freedom round the 
waift ! 

Beverley. 
Falfe, falfe Belinda ! 

Lady Restless. 
Poth interchanging fond, mutual glances. 

Beverley. 

Oh ! Madam, the whole is come to light, and I 
thank you for the difcovery, though 1 am ruined by 
}t. But give me leave : is all this certain ? 

Lady Restless. 

There can be no doubt. Sir j thefe eyes beheld 
their amorous meeting. 

Beverley. 
Saw it yourfelf ? 

Lady Restless. 

Yes, all, all, Sir. Sir John I know is capable of 
any thing, and you know what to think of Belinda, 
as you call hen 

Be- 
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Beverley. 

I now know what to think : I have long had rea- 
fon to fufpeft. 

Lady Restless. 

You have. Sir ? Then the wfiole affair is plain 
enough. 

Beverley. 

It is fo. I meant an honourable connedbion with 
heri but 

Lady Restless. 
But you fee. Sir ! 

Beverley. 

Yes, I fee, Madana -you are fure Sir John has 

the pifture ? 

Lady Restless. 

Sure, Sir! — it is. your own pifture. I had it in 
my hands but a moment, and he flew with ardor, 
with impetuofity, like a fury flew to it, and recovered 
it from me. What could be the meaning of all th« 
violence ? 

Beverley. 
The meaning is too plain. 

L'adv Restless. 

And then. Sir, when charged and preflTed home 
with his guilt, moft hypocritically he pretended to 
believe it the portrait of feme favourite of mine, 
But you know, Sir^ how falle that infinijation is. 
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Beverley. 

Oh ! Madam, I can juftify you — Ha ! ha ! that 
is but a poor evafion, and confirms me the more in 
my opinion. I return you many thanks, Madam, 
and humbly take my leave. 

Lady Restless. 

Sir, I am glad you thought it prudent to 
fpeak to me about this afFair. If any other circum- 
ftances come to your knowledge, I fliall take it as a 
favour if you will acquaint me with them 5 for, in- 
deed^ Sir, I am very unhappy. 

Beverley. 

I am in gratitude bound to you, and my beft fer- 
vices you Ihall ever command. Madam, your moft: 
obedient.--^ — Oh \ Belinda ! Belinda ! . lExiL' 

Lady Restless; . / 

Now, Sir John, how will you be able to confront 
thefe ftubborn fafts ? You are now feen through all 
your difguifes ; detefted in your true colours. Tattle 
within here has frefh proofs againft you, and your 
man Robert, and the whole houfe, I muft hear. 
Rattle's ftory this very moment. [£v//. 

3CENE, /i&^ PARK, 

En^er Sir John. 

Sir John. 

• Yes; yes, he told me his name honeftly enough. 
Beverley is his name -, and my Lady Refllefs, now 
your gallant, your paramour is known^ What do I 

' ' fee? 
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fee? By all my wrongs, the very man again! 
comiflg out of my houfe before my face ! 

Bjeverley and Robert come out of the Houfe^ 

Beverley. 
There, friend, there is fomething for your trouble* 

RoB£RT. 

I thank your Honour. 

Sir John. 

He bribes my fervant too i and the fellow takes it! 
Both in their trade; both in their trade ! 

Beverley; 

Could T have fufpefted her of fuch treachery ? As 
I could wifh : I take that to be Sir John Reftlefs, 

Sir John. 

This is he to whom I have fo many obligations, 

(afide) 

Beverley. 
Well encountered : your fervant. Sir, 

Sir John. 

My fervant. Sir ! 1 rather take it you are my 

lady's fervant. 

Beverley. 

You, if I don't miftake. Sir John, are a pretty ge- 
neral fervant of the ladies. Pray, Sir, have not you 
a pidure of mine in your pocket ? 

Sir 



ib 
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Sir John. 

That, I fuppofe, you have heard from my good 
lady within there. 

Beverley. 

Yes, Sir, and I have heard a great deal more from 
my Lady. 

Sir John. 
I don't in the leaft doubt it. 

Beverley. 

Sir, I do not mean to work myfelf up into any 
choler about fuch a trifling bauble. Since the lady 
has thought proper to give it to you 

Sir John. 

Do her juftice, pray; fhe did not give it; fo far 
flie was true to you. I took it from her. Sir. 

Beverley. 

Took it from her ! That fhews he is upon eafy 
terms, {aftde) It is of no confequence to me ; I 
defpife it, and you are welcome to make what ufe you 
will of it. This I will only fay, that you have made 
mc miferablc. 

Sir John. 
What, I have interrupted your happinefs ? 



Beverley. 



You have. 



Sir 
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Sir John, 
And no doubt you think it cruel of me fo to do* 

9 

BEVERtEV'i 

Call it by what name you will : you have ruined 
me with the woman I doated on to diftraftion. 

Sir JoHNi , ^ 

A dandid declaration ! And fo. Sir, you doated 
on her, and never reflefted that you were doing me 
the leaft injury ? 

Beverley. 

' Injury!*-^ — -I promife you. Sir, I will never injiirt 
you again, and fo you may fet your mind at peace; 
I here declare I never will hold farther intercourfe 
with hen 

Sir John. 

Oh ! that is too late for me. I have now done 
with her myfelf. You are very welcome to the lady, 
Sir ! you may take her home with you as foon as you 
pleafe. I forfwear her, and lb I fliall tell my lady this 
moment, (going) 

Beverley. 
That will make her Ladyfhip happy, no doubt* 

Sir John. 
Yes, I dare fay you know it will. 



Beverley* 
She told me as much. Sin 



Sir 
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Sir John. 

She did !- -why then you may depend I ihall keep 
my word, and nny Lady may depend upon it too. 
And that, I fuppofe, will make you both happy. Sir. 

BfiVERLEY. . 

My happinefs is paft recalling : I difdain all further 
conneftion with the lady. 

Sir John. 
Ay, you are tired of her ? 

Beverley. 

I loath her, deteft her, hate her as much as I ever 
loved her. ^ . 

Sir John. 

And fo do I too, I afTure you. And fo I Ihall tell 
my Lady this very inftant. Your fervant, Sir. If 
I can find proof fufficient, you Ihall hear of me, I 
promifeyou. [^ExiL 

Beverley. 

I fee how it is : Ihe has been connefted with him, 
till fhe has pall'd his very appetite. 'Sdeath, Vl\ feek 
her this moment, upbraid hei- with her falfliood, and 
then — by heavens ! I Ihall do it with regret. I feel 
a tug at my heart-ftring : but were I to be torn piece- 
meal, this fhall be our lafl: interview. 

Enter Belinda, Clarissa, and Bellmont. 

Belinda. 

Alas a-day ! poor foul ! fee where he takes his me- 
lancholy 
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lancholywalk. Did not I tell you, Clarifla, thatthtf 
ftricken deer could not quit this place ? 

Clarissa. 

V And did not I tell you, Belinda, that you could 
not keep away from the purfuit ? 

Bellmont. 

Pray, Ma*am, do you want to be in at the death, 
or do you mean to bring the poor thing to life again ? 

Belinda. 

I ! — 'what do you mean ? — ^You bring me this 
Way. 

Clarissa. 

Well ! if that is the cafe, we had as good go home, 
for I want my tea. 

Belinda. 
Po ! not yet : it is not fix o'clock. 

Bellmont and Clarissa. 
Ha! ha! ^ ' 

Belinda. 
What do ye laugh at ? 

Clarissa. 

At you, my dear : why, 'tis paft feven. Oh ! Bc^ 
linda, you are the ftricken deer, 1 find. 



Belinda. 
"Who I ? Not I truly i I— 



ClA' 
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Clarissa. 

My dear Belinda, I know you. Come, we will do 

the good-natured thing by you, and leave you to 

yourfelves. Succefs atpend you. Come, Mr. Bell- 
mont. \Exeunt 

Belinda. 

Thyrfis, a youth oftheinfpired train. 
Fair Sacharifla lov'd, but lov'd in vain. 

Beverley. 
Po! po ! ( looking peevifily at her.) 

Belinda. 
Won't you know^me. Sir ? 

« 

Beverley. 

Yes, Madam, I know you : it is but too true, that 
I know you. 

Belinda. 

* Still gloomy and difcontented ! Come, come, under 
pain of my difpleafure, brighten up this moment. 

Beverley. 
Silly, idle, ridiculous ! . 

Belinda. 

Take care of what you are about. When I pro- 
claim a pardon, you had better embrace it, than re- 
duce yourfelf to the neceflity of fighing, vowing, 
protefting, writing to me, following me up and 
down, kneeling at my feet, imploring forgivenefs — - 

Vol. III. T Be^ 
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Beverley. 

Madam, you will never again fee me humbled to 
that low degree. 

Belinda. 
Upon my word ! ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Beverley. 

Oh ! you may laugh, Ma'am : you have too long 
impofed upon my fond, eafy credulity. But the 
witchery of your charms is over. 

Belinda. 
Very well, Sir ! and you are your own man again, 

Beverley. 

I am. Madam, and you may be your own woman 
again, or any body's woman, or every body's. 

Belinda. 

You grow rude. Sir ! 

# 
Beverley. 

It is time to wave all ceremony, and to tell you 
plainly, that your fajfliood 

Belinda, 

Myfalfhood, Sir! 

Beverley. 

Your falfhood ! — I know the whole ftory. I loved 
you once, Belinda, tenderly loved you, and by Hea- 
ven I fwear, it is with forrow that I can no longer 

^dorc 
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adore you. It is with anguifli that I now bid you 
an everlafting farewel. (going) 

Belinda. 
Explain, Sir: what adion of my life ? 

Beverley. 

Your prudence forfook you at laft. It was too 
glaring i too manifeft in open day ! 

Belinda. 

Too manifeft in open day ! — Mr. Beverley I fhall 
hate you, 

Beverley. 

All circumftances inform againft yoa: my pifturc 
given away ! 

Belinda; 

Infolent! provoking! wrong-headed man! I'll 
confirm him- in his error, to torment him as he de- 
ferves. {afide) Well, Sir, what if I chofe to give 
it away ! I am miftrefs of my own adions, am I not ? 

Beverley. 

I know that, Ma'am : I know that \ and I am not 
uneafy, Ma^am. 

Belinda. 

So it feems-^ha ! ha !— why do you figh, poor 
man ? 

Beverley, " 
Sigh, Madam !I difdain it. 

T 2 Bfi- 
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Belinda* 

I anj glad of it; now that is fo manly! but pray 
watch yourfelf well, hold a guard upon all your paf- 
fion5> otherwifc they will make a fool of you again, 

Beverley, 

And do you -take care you don't expofc yourfelf 
again. Lolling familiarly in a gentleman's armsj 

Belinda. 
How ! ^ 







Beverley. 


Here, 


in 


the Park! in open day! 

• , 1 

Bewnda. 


What 


can 


I this mean ? 



Beverley. 
He inviting you to his houfe ! 

Belinda. 

Oh ! I underftand him aow ; when I fainted, all 
this was. ril encourage his notion, to be revenged 
of his wafpifli temper, {afide) Well, Sir, and what 
then? 

Beverley. 
What then ? 

Belinda. 

Ha !. ha ! poor Mr. Beverley ! — why ifhould you be 
in a piteous taking, becaufe I, in the gaiety of my 

heart, 
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h^art, give away a piftiire I fet no value on," or walk, 
with a gentleman I cio fet a value on, or lean on his 
arm, or make the man happy by letting him draw on 
my glove. - 

Beverley. 
Or draw off your glove. Madam. 

Belinda. 
Ay! or draw it off! 

Bevej^ley. ^ 

Yes, or-^-or-'-or take any other liberties. 

Belinda. 
Very tru4. 

Beverley. 
You may make light of it. Madam, but 

Belinda. 

Why yes, a generous temper always makes light 
of the favQurs it confers. 

Beverley. 

And fome generous tempers will make light of any 
thing to gratify their inclinations. Madam, I have 
done: I abjure you 5 eternally abjure you. {goin^) • 

Belinda. 
Bon voyage ! 

T 3 Be- 
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Beverley. 
Don't imagine that you will fee me again. 

Belinda. 

Adieu ! ^Well, what, coming again ? Why do 

you linger fo ? (repeats affeSfedly) 

Thus o'er the dying lamp, the unfteady flame 
Hangs quivering to a point ! 

. Beverley. 

With what an air ft^ie carries it ? I have but this 
orte thing more to tell you : by Heaven I loved you, 
to excefs I loved you : fuch is my weaknefs, I ihall 
never quite forget you. Iftiall be glad, if hereafter 
1 hear of your happinefs, and if I can, no difhonour 
jfhall befall you. 

Belinda. 

Ho ! hd ! — ^well ! my obliging, generous Don ' 
Quixote, go and fight windmills, and caftles in the 
air, and a thoufand phantoms of your own creation, 
for your Dulcinea's fake ! ho ! ho ! ho ! 

Beverley. 

Confufion ! Take notice. Madam, that this is the 

laft time of my . troubliftg you. 

.1 

Belinda. 
I fhall expeft you to-morrow morning, 

Beverley. 

No, never 3 by Heaven, never! 

Be- 
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Belinda. 
Exaftly at ten i your ufual hour. 

Beverley. 
May I perifh at your feet, if ever again ■ ■■ 

Belinda. 

. Oh ! brave ! but remember ten ; kneeling, be- 
feeching, imploring, your hand upon your heart, 
" Belinda, won't you forgive me ?" 

Beverley. 

Damnation ! — I have done : I here bid you an 
eternal adieu ! — farewel for ever ! [Exi/. 

« 

Belinda. 

I fhall wait breakfaft for you. Ha ! ha ! poor Be- 
verley! he cannot command his temper. But, in 
fpite of all his faults, I love him ftill. What the poet 
fays of great wits, may be applied to all jealous lo- 
vers 5 

T omadnefs fure they*re near allied ; 
And thin partitions do their bounds divide,* 



End of the THIRD ACT, 
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ACT the FOURTH. 

Scene an Apartment in Beverley's Houfe. 

Enter Beverley. 

SO ! Belinda, I have efcaped your fnares : I have 
recovered my freedom. And yet, if ftie had not 
proved falfe, what a treafure of love and happinefs 
had I in ftore ! her beauty — ^po! no more of her 
beauty: it is external, fuperficial, the mere refult of 
features and complexion. A deceitful Syren, to 
draw the unwary into a dream of happinefs, and then 
wake him into wonder at the ftorms -and tempefts 
that gather round him. Ihave done with her; Til 
think no more of her. Oh ! Belinda ! Belinda ! 

Enter Brush, 

Brush, 
Pleafe your Honou r ■ ' 

Beverley. 
She that in every part of life feemed (b amiable ! 

Brush% 
Sir! 

Beverley. 
I Under fo fair a mafk to wear fuch loofe defign s ! 

Brush. 
What is he mufmg upon ?— Sir^— • 
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Beverley. 

I have done with her for ever; ay, for ever. 
{hums a tune) I fwear for, ever (Jings) — are you 
there, Brulh? 

Brush. 
Yes, your Honour: here is a letter. 

Beverley. 

So unforefeen, fo unexpefted a difcovery ! Well ! 
well ! well ! what did you fay, Brufh ? 

Brush. 

A letter for your Honour, Sir. 

Beverley. 

Give it to nne another time, {walks about) Til 
not make myfelf uneafy about her. 

Brush. 
I fancy your Honour will be glad to have it now. 

Beverley. 
What did you fay ? 

Brush. 
It is a letter from Madam Belinda, Sir. 

Beverley. 
Belinda ! I won't read-it : take it away. 

Brush. 

-Hey ! which way is the wind now ? Some quarrel 

I fup- 
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^ I fuppofe : but the falling out of lovers — muft I take 
it away. Sir ? 

Beverley. 
I have done with her for ever. 

Brush. 
Have done with Madam Belinda, Sir ! 

BlVERLEY. 

Oh! Brulh Ihe is — but I will not proclaim her 
fliame. No, let me ftill Ije tender of her. I will fee her 
no more, Brulh, that is all ; hear from herno more: 
fhe fhall not wind herfelf about my heart again. I'll 
go out of town direftly : order my chaife to the 
door. 

Brush. 

^ Had not you better defer it' till morrow morning, 
Sir ? perhaps the n 

Beverley. 
No, no i direftly j do as I bid you. 

Brush. 

Confider, Sir, if your mind fhould change, the 
trouble of coming back poft-hafle — — 

Beverley. 

No, never; I fay, never : what to her, who could 
imile on me, on him, on a thoufand ? No ; flie 
fhali know that I am a man, and no longer the dupe 
of her artifice. 

^ • Brush 
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Brush. 

But, Sir, you know that one folitary tear, which, 
after miferably chafing for it half an hour toge- 
ther, Ihe will painfully diftil from the corner of her 
eye, will extinguifh all this rage, and then 

Beverley. ' 

' Po ! po ! you know nothing of the matter. Go, 
and order the chaife direftly. 

Brush; . ' 

Yes, Sir. I fuppofe a couple of Ihirts will be' fuf- 
ficient. Sir ? — you will hardly ftay them out. 

Beverley. 

• Pack up all. Sir. I fhall ftay in the country a 
whole month, if it be neceijary. 

Brush. 

V 

An entire mouth. Sir ! 

Beverley. 

I am refolved, fixed, determined \ and fo, do as I 

have ordered you. [Exit Brujh) -So fhall 1 dif- 

entangle myfelf from her entirely, fo Ihall I forget 
the fondnefs my foolifli heart had conceived for her. 
I hate her, loath her, pity her, am forry for her, and 
love her ftill. I muft expel this weaknefs : I will 
think no more of her : and yet — Brulh ! Brufh !--! 
may as well fee her letter too : only to try what her 
cunning can fuggeft. 

Enter 



<c 
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Enter Brush. 

Beverley. 
You may as well leave the letter, Brufh. 

Brush. 
Yes, Sir; I thought as much. [£;e/A 

Beverley, (alone) 

Now what varnifh will Ihe put upon the matter! 
— (reads) " The falfe gaiety of my heart, through 
*' which my dear Beverley might have read my real 
" anguifh at our laft meeting, has now fubfided. If 
you will come to me, I will not laugh at your in- 
quietude of temper, but will clear all your 
doubts, and ihew you how much I am, my deareft 
Beverley, unalterably your's, 

" Belinda Blandford." 

Plhaw ! po 1 fatisfy my doubts ! I have no 
doubts ; I am convinced. Thefe arts prevail no 
more. Ha ! ha 1 (laughs peevijhly) — ** My dear 
Beverley" (reads y and tears the letter by degrees)-^ 
real anguifh" — ha ! ha ! (tears another piece)^ 
inquietude of temper" — '(another piece) — *^ clear 
all your doubts" — Po ! po ! po ! — ha ! . ha !-^ 
damnation ! — I'll think no more of \i^x-^(tears an- 
other bit) — ha ! ha ! — " deareft Beverley" — ha ! ha ! 

— artfull woman ! — *^ unalterably your's" falfe ! 

falfe ! falfe ! — (tears another piece) — PU not make 
myfelf uneafy about her. Perfidy! treachery ! and 
ingratitude ! (fixes his eye^ looks uneajy^ and tear^ (be 
letter in a violent pajjion) 

Enter Clarissa and Bellmont. 

Clarissa* 

So, brother ! 

Bell- 
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Bellmont. 
Beverley ! 

Beverley. 
Sifter, your fervant : Mr. Bellmont, your's. 

Clarissa. 
You fecm melancholy, brother. 

Beverley. 
No, not I. I am in very good fpirits. 

Clarissa. 

Ha ! ha ! my dear brother, that is feen through : 
you are now upon the rack. 

» 
. Beverley. 

What about a woman, a falle, ungrateful woman ! 

Bellmont. 
Whom you ftfll admire. 

Clarissa. 

To whom you'll be upon your knees in five mi" 
nutcs. • 

Beverlcy. 
You are miftaken : I am going out of town, 

Bellmont. 
But you will take your leave. 
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Beverley. 
I have done that, once for all. 

• Clarissa. 
Has not fhe writ to you ? 

Beverley. 

She has j and there, — there you fee the efFeft of 
her letter. You will fee that I Ihall maintain a 
proper firmnefs on the occafion. 

Bellmont. 

My dear Beverley, have done ^ith this mockery: 
you but deceive yourfelf. 

< 
Beverley. 

You want to deceive me. Sir : but it is in vain, 
What, plead for treachery, for falfehood, for deceit i 

. Clarissa. ^ 

No, Sir, but for my friend, my bvely friend, for 
Belinda, for truth, for innocence. 

Beverley. 
You don't know all the circumftances. 

Clarissa. 

But we do know all the circumftances, and, my 
dear brother, you have behaved very ill. 

Beverley. 
Heaven knows, I have not, and yttj Heaven 
Tcnows, I fhould be glad to be convinced I have. 

Cla- 
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Clarissa. 

I will be your friend, and give you a hint. We 
women are foft and companionate in our nature ; go 
to her without delay, fall at her feet, beg her par- 
don, drop a tear or two, and all will be well again. 

Beverley. 

V 

Do you come to make fport of me ? May con- 
tempt and beggary attend me ; may all the calami- 
ties of life befal rhe ; may Ihame, confufion, and dif- , 
qiiiet of heart for ever fling me, if I hold further in- 
tercourfe with her; if I do not put her from my 
thoughts for ever. Did you leave her at home ? 

i 

Clarissa. 
We did. 

Beverley. 

Well, let her flay there : it is of no confequence 
to me. How did fhe bear what pafTed between us ? 

Clarissa. 

Like a fweet girl as fhe is : fhe behaved like an 
angel : I fhall love her better than ever for her good 
humour. 

Beverley. 

Oh I I don*t doubt her food humour. She has 
fmiles at command. Let her fmile or not fmile, 'tis 
all alike to me : did fhe fay any thing ? 

Clarissa. 

She told us the whole ftory, and told it in tears 
too. 

B£- 
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Beverley. 

Ay! them (he can command too ! But I have no 
curiofity about her : Was fhe ia tears ?. 

Clarissa. 

She was, and wept bitterly. How could you, 
brother, behave fo raflily to fo amiable a girl ? Have 
you a pleafure in being the caufe of her uneafinefs ? 

Beverley. 

I the caufe? — ^you wrong me, by Heaven you 
wrong me : my Lady Reftlefs was the caufe. She 
told me fuch things ; fhe planted daggers in my very 
heart. 

Clarissa. 

You planted daggers in Belinda's heart. And it 
was- barbarous. What, becaufe a lady has not 
ftrength enough to bear up againft a father, who is 
refolved to give her away to another, and becaufe Ihe 
faints out of exceflive tendernefs for you, and in that 
diftrefs meets accidental rclirf from Sir John Reftlefs 
at his own door ? 

Beverley. 
How ! 

Clarissa. 

And becaufe my Lady Reftlefs fees this out of her 
window, and has a perverfe talent of mifinterpreting 
appearances into realities, to her own difadvantage; 
you muft therefore fill your head with ungenerous 
iufpieions? Oh! for fliame, brotlier, how could 



you ? 



Be 
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I 

Beverley. 
But, is all this true ? — is it really the cafe ? 

Bellmont. 

How can you doubt it ? You know Belinda too 
well : it is the cafe, man. 

• 

Beverley. 

I fhould be glad to find it fo. 

Clarissa. 

Well ! I tell you it is fo. How could you think 
otherwife ? you know (he has the bell heart in the 
world, and is fo nice of honour, that ihe fcorns all 
fallhood and diflimulation. 

«. 

Bellmont. 

Ha ! ha ! my dear Beverley, you have done the 
abfurdeft thing. 

Beverley. 

Why, if what you fay can be made to appear 
but then Ihe'il never forgive my paft behaviour. 

Clarissa. 

Po! you talk as if you was wholly unletter'd in 
the tempers of women. My dear brother, you know, 
you men can do what you pleafe with us, when you 
have once gained an intereft in our hearts. Go to 
her, I fay, go to her, and make your peace,i * 

Beverley. 
May I depend upon what you fay ? 
YoL. III. U Cla- 
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Clarissa. 
You may, 

Beverley. 

Then TU fly to her this inftant, humble myfelf to 
her, and promife by all my future life to actone for 
this brutal injury. 

Enter Brush. 

Brush. 

The chaife is at the door. Sir. 

s 

Beverley. 
You may put up again; I fhan't go out of town. 

Brush. 
No, Sir! 

Beverley. 

No — ha! ha!— — ^\^gu may put up, and let mc 
have the chariot diredtly. 

^ . Brush. 

Yes, Sir; I knew it woilld come to this. [£^. ' 

Beverley. 
, But do you think fhe will forgive me ? , 

Clarissa. 
She will i love will plead your caufe. 

Be-* 



COMEDY. 307 

Beverley* 

My dear fifter, 1 am for ever obliged to you ^ and 
Bellmont, I thank you too. How could I wrong her 
fo ? 1 flaall behold her once again. I cannot help 
laughing at my ov/n ralhnefs. Is the chariot ready ? 
»— I won't ftay for it ; I am on the wing, my dear Be- 
linda, to implore forgivenefs. And fo fhe fainted 
away in the Park, and my Lady Reftlefs faw Sir 
John afford her relief ?— Ha ! ha! ha!* — ^whimfical 
enough* Ha ! ha ! ha 1 what a ftrange conftruftion 
her crazy temper put upon it ? Ha ! ha ! how could 
the woman be fo foolifti ? My dear Belinda, I will 
fly to you this moment — ha ! ha ! (goings returns) 
Sir John ihall give me back the pifture, and, on my 
knce$, I will once more prefent it ro hen 

Clarissa. 
So r fo ! you are come to yourfelf, 1 find. 

Bellmont. 
I knew it would be fo. 

Beverley. 

She Ihall have the pifture. Til find Sir John dired* 
iy : and then— ha ! ha ! how could I be fuch a mad- 
man ! ha ! ha ! — fifter, your fervant. Bellmont, 
yours. Ha ! ha ! what a piece of work has that 
Ibolifli Lady Reftlefs made for us all ? 

[£^//, finging, 

Clarissa. 

Let us follow him : I muft be prefent at their re- 
conciliation. [^Exil with Bellmcnt, 

U 2 Seem 
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Scene an Apartment at Belinda's. 

Enter Belinda. 

Belinda. 

This rafh, unaccountable man ! how could he en- 
tertain fuch a fufpicion ! ungrateful Beverley ! he al- 
moll deferves I fhould never fee him again. Tippet! 
1 Ihan't be eafy till I hear from him. Tippet ! 

Enter Tippet. 

Belinda. 
Is the fervant returned from Mr. Beverley's ? 



Tippet. . 



Not yet. Madam. 



Belinda. 

I wonder what keeps him. I am upon thorns till 
I fee the dear, ungenerous man, and explain evciy 
thing to him. Oh ! Mr. Beverley ! how could you 
treat me fo? But I was partly to blame; my Lady ' 
Reftlefs inflamed his mind, and I Ihould not have 
trifled with his paffion. Is the other fervant returned 
from Sir John Reftlefs ? 



Tippet. 



He is. Madam. 



Be-i 



I A COMEDY, 309 

i 

[ Belinda. 

1 And what anfwcr ? 

\ 

! 

Tippet, 

I Sir John will wait upon you himfelf. Madam, di- 

; reftly. 

I 

Belinda. 

Very well! I muft get him to fet every thing in 
its true light, and juftify my condudl to Mr. Bever- 
ley. And yet the uncertainty of Beverley's temper 
larms me ftrangely. His eternal fufpicions ! but 
here is nothing in that: my future condudt, myre- 
Hl gard for him will cure that difeafe, and then 

Tippet. 
"^ I dare be fworn it will, Ma*am. 

Belinda. 

Yes, I think it will : when he knows me better, 
he V will learn to think generoufly of me. On my 
part, I think I can be fure he will meet with nothing 
but open, unfufpedting love. 

Enter a Servant. 



Servant. 
Sir John Reftlefs, Madam. 

Belinda. 
Shew him in. Tippet, do you leave the room. 

U 3 Enkr 
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Enter Sir John. 

Sir John. 
In compliance with your commands. Madam- 

Belinda, 

I am obliged to you, Sir, for the trouble you have 
been pleafed to give yourfelf. A particular circum* 
ftance has happened in your family, to my utter dif- 
quiet. 

Sir John. 

Madam, there have happened things in my fa- 
mily, to my utter difquiet too. 

Belinda: 

I am forry for that. Sir. I have been made quite 
unhappy, and muft beg, as it is in your power, that 
you will be kind enough to remove the caufe of my 
uneafinefs. 

Sir John. 
Whatever I can do, you may command. 

Belinda. 

Sir, I thank you, and muft tell you, that your 
Lady has done me the moft irreparable injury. 

Sir John. 

She has done the fame to me. My injuries are ir- 
reparable too. But how has fhe injured you. Ma- 
dam? 



Bb^ 
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Belinda, 

She has ruined me. Sir, with, the man I love td 
diftradion. 

Sir John. 

Now, here fomething elfe will come to light* 
{afide) — How, how has (he done that. Madam ? - 

Belinda. 
She has entirely drawn off his afFedions from me. 

Sir John, 
And fixed them vpon herfelf, I fuppofe. 

Belinda, 
I don't fay that. Sin 

Sir John. ^ 
But 1 dare fay it; and I believe it, 

Belinda. 

Pardon me. Sir, I don't charge the lady with ajiy 
thing of that kind. But fhe has unaccountably taken 
it into her head to be jealous of me. 

Sir John. 
' Jealous of you ! 

B:elinda. 

Her Ladyfliip faw the little offices of civility I re- 
ceived from you this morning: fhe mifuqderftood 
every thing, it feems, and bas. told the gentleman 

U 4 with 
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with whom I was engaged in a treaty of marriage, 
that improper freedoms have paffed between us. 

Sir John. 

Artifice! artifice! her ufual policy. Madam, to 

cover her own libertine ways. 

« 

, Belinda. 

I don't mean to fay any thing harfli of the Lady. 
But you know what foundation there is for this, and 
I hope will do me juftice. 

Sir John.. 

Oh ! Madam, to the world, to the wide world I'll 
juftify you. I will wait upon the gentleman. Who 
is he. Madam ? What's his name ? 

Belinda. 
Beverley, Sir. 

Sir John. 
Beverley ! 

Belinda. 

Yes, Sirj you feem furprifed. Do you know him. 
Sir ? 

Sir John. n 

Yes, yes, I know him; and he ffiall know mc : 
my refentment he fhall feel ; he Ihajl be anfwerable 
to me. 



Belinda. 
Anfwerable to you ! 



Sir 
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Sir John. 

To me. Madam. I told you at firft this was her 
fchemeto fhelterherfelf; and he, I fuppofe, is com- 
bined with her lo give this turn to the affair, and to 
charge me with infidelity. But you. Ma'am, can 
witnefs for me. 

Belinda. 

I can. Sir : but can Mr. Beverley be capable of a 
diflionourable aftion ? 

Sir John. 

That point is clear enough. He has injured me in 
the higheft degree, deftroyed my happinefs. 

Belinda. 
How, Sir ! are you fure of this ? 

Sir John. 

He has given her his pifture ; I caught her with her 
eyes rivetted to it; I heard her admiration, her 
praifes of it ; her wilhes that fhe had been married to 
fuch a man. I faw her print a thoufand kiffes on it ; 
and in the very faft 1 wrefted it out of her hand. 

Belinda. 

If I imagined him capable of what you fay, 
I fhould fcarcely be v/illing to join myfcif to him for 
life. Quarrel'with me about his pi6ture, and at the 
fame time give it to another ! 

Sir John. ^ 

Lady Reftlefs had the pidlure. Without doubt, you 
mufl: be very happy with a man of his gallantry. 
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Belinda. 

Happy, Sir! I (hould be mifcrable ; diftrafted; I 
fliould break my heart. But do you think you have 
fufficient proof? 

Sir John. 

I have fecn him coming out of my houfe fincc, 
clandeflinely, fhunning every obfervant eye, with the 
charadlcrs of guilt in his Cacei and all the difcourfel 
had with him, ferved only to convince me the more; 

Belinda. 

Abandoned wretch ! was this the love heprofefled 
for me ? Sir, I have only to hope you will vindicate 
me in this matter. ' I commend myfelf to your hO' 
nour, and I thank you for this favour. 

Sir John. 

Our evidences will mutually fpeak for each other, 
and confound their dark defigns. Madam, I take my 
leave. 

Bel.inda. 
Sir, your moft obedient. 

Sir John. 

The gentleman Ihall feel my indignation. 

Belinda. 
You cannot treat him too feverely. 



Sir 
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Sir John. 

I will expofe him, I pramife you. Madam, your 
humble fervant. {Exi^. 

Belinda, 

Oh ! Mr. Beverley, could I have imagined this ? 
Falfe ! falfe man ! and yet how IhalM forget him ! 
but I will make an effort, tho' it pierce me to the 
quick. I will tear him from my heart. This mo- 
ment I will write to him, and forbid him to fee me 

more. [£>//, 

SCENE, the PARK, 

EnUr Sir John. 

Sir J6hn. 

If I can procure fufRcient evidence, I fhall bring 
the matter to a divorce, and make an example or 
them all. Would Marmalet. were come: this is her 
time to a moment. If I can worm the fecret out of- 
her^-Is not that fte yonder ?— Not quite day-light 
enough to diftinguifh, but I think I perceive a per- 
fon mafked. Hift! hift! — Mrs. Marmalet — Ihe 
comes this way : it is ihe. Mr5, Marmalet, your fer- 
vant» 

Enter a perfon Masked. 

Sir John. 
You are very good, Mrs. Marmale t ■ 



Mask, 
Bicfs my heart, I am feared out of my fenfes. 



Sir 
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Sir John; 
What's the matter, pray ? What's the matter ? 

Mask. 

Oh Sir 1 I tremble like a leaf. I was accofted in a 
rude manner by feme gentlemen yonder j I can't (lay 
here, let us go into your houfe. Sir; I beg you 

will. 

Sir John. 

My houfc ? Would not any other houfe do as 
well ? 

Masx. 
Oh ! no. Sir ; not for the world. 

Sir John. 

Why my wife is not at home, and fo I think I 
may venture : not but I had rather it were elfewhere. 

Mask. 

Indeed, Sir John, I am frightened out of my fen- 
fes. You will do me a favour if you will take mc 
into the houfe. 

Sir John. 
Say no more : it Ihall be fo. Rober t ■ < 



( • 



Robert, (^opening the dooor) 
Is that Sir John ? 

Sir John. 

Your Lady is not at home, Robert, is fhe ? 

Ro. 
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Robert. 
Ko, Sir, 

Sir John. 
Then do you go in, and take care that nobody fees 
Mrs. Nlarnnalet with me. Come, I'll iliew you the 
way, l^ExcimL 

Scene in Sir JohnV Houfe. 
Enter Tattle, and Beverley: 

Tattle, {as Jhe enters) 

Ay, poor lady! fhe is unfortunate, indeed; and, 
poor gentleman, he is as jealous as my Lady to the 
full. There has been a deal to do about that pidlur^ 
you mention. Sir. 

Beverley. 

That will be explained prefently : I'll wait till he 
comes home. I can't poffibly go without fpeaking 
to him. 

Tattle. ' 

Indeed, you had better not ftay. Sir, You don't 
confider the mifchief your being in the houfe may oc- 
cafion. 

Beverley. 
Mifchief! how do ye mean ? 

Tattle. 

Lord, Sir ! I v/ould not have you ftay for the 
world: I would not indeed. You can call again in 

an 
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an hour, Sir, and you'll certainly find him at home> 
then. Blefs my heart. Sir ! — ^I fancy that's his voice* 
Do, dear Sir ! you'll be the ruin of my Lady, If he 
• fees you here. Sir, waiting in his houfe: he'll be 
perfuaded you come after my Lady ; the world will 
never beat it out of his head. 

Beverley. 
But I Ihall give him to underftand 



Tattle. 

He won't underftand any thing. Oh Lud ! oh! 
Lud ! he's coming up : I'll run and look. [£^/>. 

Beverley. 

What a flurry the woman is in ! a foolifli jade 1 I 

muft fpeak with him now. 

« 

Tattle, (^entering) 

It is he as I am alive. Sirs and there is a woman in 
a mafk with him. 

Beverley. 

A woman in a mafl<: ! Zoons, if that (hould be 
Belinda ! my mind mifgives me ftrangcly ! {ajide) 

Tattle. 

Do, dear Sir; you look like a good natured gen- 
' tleman ; let me hide you out of the way, Sir. You 
would not be the deftruftion of a poor fervant. 

Beverley. 

A mafic comine: ho;ile with him ! I muft know who 
•that is. I won't leave the houfe without knowinf. 
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If I could conceal myfelf — have you any private place, 
Mrs. Tattle ? 

~ Tattle. 

That IS the very thing I mean. Sir. Let me con- 
ceal you in that clofet till he pafles through this 
room. He never ftays long here. It won't take 
you two minutes. Do, fweet Sir, 111 down on my 
knees to you. 

BEVlERLEy. 

I muft know who it is. Come, difpofe of me as 
you will. If thi5 fhould be Belinda! Exit. 

Tattle. 

Heavens blefs you. Sir, for this goodnefs ! I'll 
lock the door to make fure work of it. I was never 
fo frightened in my life, [^Exit. 

Enter Sir John and a f erf on majked. 

Sir John. 

Mrs. Marmalet, I am obliged to you for this fa- 
vour. I wanted a word or two with you. 

Mask. 
So Robert Informed me, Sir.^ 

Sir John. 
Did he tell you my bufinefs ? 

Mask. 
No, Sir. 

Sir 
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Sir John. 

Look ye then : if you will gratify mc in what I 
fliall adc, you may command any thing. Now you 
may be uncovered. 

Mask. 

La ! Sir — I hear a noife : 1 am afraid fomebody's 
coming : I Ihall be (een. 

Sir John, 

Hufli ! no ; there's nobody. If you will indulge 
me on this occafion, I am yours for ever. Herej, 
here is a purfe of money for you. 

Mask. 

But if this (hould come to the knowledge of your 
Lady, I am ruined and undone. 

Sir John. 
No, no, ril take care of you. 

Mask, 
Will you, Sir ? 

Sir John. 

' I will. But come j let me remove this from youf 
fkce. " 

Mask. 
But fomebody may come. 

Sir John. 
ril lock the door. There, now we are fafc. 

Mask, 
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Mask. 

But in a little time you'll make up all quarrels 
with your lady, and I fhall be ruined. 

Sir John. 

No> no, never fear : I (hall never be reconciled to 
her : I hate her -, I dcteft her. 

Lady Restless. 

Do you fo, Sir? {unmdjking) Now, Sir John, 
what can you fay now. Sir ? 

Sir John. 
My Lady Reftlefs ! Confufion ! what (hall I fay ? 

Lady Restless. 

Oh, Sir John ! Sir John ! - what evafion have you 
BOW, Sir? Can you deny your guilt any longer ? 

Sir John. 

This is unlucky. , That villain Robert has be- 
trayed me. I can't explain myfelf to her now. Try 
what foothing will do. — My Lady Reftlefs, if you 
will but have patience, this matter fhall be ex- 
plained. 

Lady Restless. 
Explained, Sir! 

Sir John. 
Yes, my dear, explained, and 



Lady Restless. 

My dear, too ! the a/Turance of you I 
Vol. III. X Sir 



\ 
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Sir John. 

I fay, my dear, for I ftill regard you ; arid this 
was all done to— to — cure you of your jealoufy ; all 
done to cure you of your jealoufy. 

Lad^y Restless. 
A fine way you have taken ! 

Sir John. 

Yes, yc^s ;' and fo you will fee prefently : all to 
convince you how groundlefs your fufpicions are 5 
and then we ftiall live very happy tbgether. 

Lady Restless. 
Ay ! 

Sir John. 

I have no further fufpicions of you. I lee my 
error, and I want you to fee your's. Ha ! ha ! — I 
have no fufpicions : that will put her off her guard. 
{pfide) My dear, connpofe your fpirits, and— 

Lady Restless. 

And do you think to deny every thing even in the 
face of convidion ? Bafe, bafe man ! I'll go this 
moment and write to my brother. 

Sir John. 

Now you talk wildly. This is all raving : you 
make your/elf very ridiculous. You do., indeed. I 
had fettled all this on purpofe, and contrived that it 
fhould come to your ears, and then I knew you 
would do juft as you have done; and — then — I — I 
lefolved to do juil as 1 have done^ only to hint to 

you. 
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Jroxjy that liftencrs feldom hear any good of them- 
elves, and to fhew you how wrong it iis to be too 
fufpicious, my, dear.: was it not well done? — ha! 
ha! ha! 

Lajdy P.ESTLBSS. 

And do you laugh at me too, Sir ? Make mc 
your fport ? I'll go and get pen and ink this mo- 
ment. 

Sir John. 

^ Oh I do fej Ma'am; do To— ha ! ha! you'll only 
-expofeyourfelf: go and write. Madam — ha! ha! 
ha !— 

Lady Restless. 

I will. Sir. (going) The door is locked. This 
won't fucceed>' Sir. I fujjpofe you have the key. 
Ay ! I'll lay my life yoii have, and fome one or 
other of your creatures is locked in there. 

Sir John. 

There, again ! This is of a piece with all your 
vain (urmifes. Ha ! ha ! you are mighty filly, in- 
deed, you are. 

Lady Restless. 
I will feareh that clofet. I am determined I will. 

Sir John. 

Do fo, Ma'am, do fo. Ha! ha! I can't but 
laugh at her 

Lady Restless. 
I'll have the door broke open, if yoy won't give 
me the key. 

X 2 Sir 
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Sir John. 
Ha.! ha ! ha ! — How you expofe yourfelf. 

Lady Restless, 
Will you give me the key. Sir ? 

Sir John. 
Ha ! ha ! ha ! it is too ridiculous ! 

Lady Restless. 

Mighty well. Sir. Tattle ! — ^who waits there ? I 
will find out all your artifices. Tattle, I fay. 

Sir John. 
Tol de rol lol ! — ha ! ha ! ha ! a filly woman ! 

Enter Tattle. 

Lady Restless. 

Do you know any thing of the key of that clofct, 
Tattle? 

Tattle. 
The key> Ma'am ! I have it, Ma'am, 

Lady Restless. 
Give it to me. 

Tattle. 

That is, I have it not. Ma'am. Don't, have it; 
Ma'am, don't alk for it. {afide to her) 



Lady 
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^ Lady Restless. 

Don't aik for it ! but I will have it. Give me the 
key this inftant. 

Sir John. 

How! is fhe not willing to give it? There is 
fomething in this, then. Give the key this mo- 
ment, you jade, give it to me. 

Lady Restless. 

You (han't have it. Sir. What, you want to hin- 
der me ! give the key to me. 

Tattle, 

Dear heart ! I have loft it, Ma^a^n. Better not 
have it. Ma'am, (afide) 

Sir John. 
Give it to me this moment, I fay. 

Lady Restless. 

If you don't let me have it, it is as much ^s your 
|>lacc is worth. 

Tattle. 

The devil is in it ! there it i^ then. Let me make 
my efcape, \^ExU. 

Lady Restless, 
Now, Sir, we fhall fee, now, now. 

Sir John. 
Ay, now fearch, if you will, (laughing at her) 

X 3 ' Lady 
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Lady Restless, (unlocking the door) 

You (hall be found out, I promife you — Oh I 
(/creams out) 

Sir JoHW. 
What's the matter now ? 

Lady Restless. 
, Heaven 5 ! who have we here ? 

Sir John. 
Oh there is fomebody there then ! 

Entef- Beverley. 

Beverley. 
Madam— (^^wi to her) 

Sir JoHi»^. 
By all that's falfe, here he is again ! 

Lady Restless. 

What, in the name of wonder, brings you hei^ 

Sir ? 

Sir John, 

Oh Madam ! you know his bufinefs, and I know 
his bufinefs ; and the gentleman knows his bufinefs. 
There he is. Ma'am ! there is the gentleman waiting 
for you ; true to his appointment, you fee. Sir, your 
humble fervant. My Lady Reftlefs, your humble 
fervant. Now write to your brother ; do. I fhouW 
be glad to know what you carffay noWr Now now; 
is the cafe plain now ? 

Lady 
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Lady Restless. 

I am in amaze ! I don't know what to make of 
this. 

Beverlev^. 
SiTj however odd this may appear 



Sir John. 

Ay ! now fettle it between yourfelves : give it what 
turn you will, Sir, flie will confirm it. You need not 
be afraid^ Sir; you will agree in your ftory; Ihe is 
quick of invention, and I dare fay you are pretty 
Quick too ! 

Beverjley. 

Sir, I muft beg you will put no forced .conftru(5tion 
upon this matter. 

Sir John. 

And you beg the fame. Ma'am, don*t you ? 

Beverley. 

Sir, I beg to ht heard. My byfinefs here is to de • 
fire you wiU return me the pidture which you have in 
your poffeffion ! it is now become dear to me, Sir. 

Sir John. 
I dare fay it is. 

Beverley. 
And muft be returned. 

X 4 Sir 



4 
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Sir JoHK^. 

It is of equal value to me. It Ihall rife in evidence 
againft you both. 

Lady Restless, 

Evidence againft me ! explain youffelf. How did 
you get in here ? What's your bufinefs ?, What 
brought you hither ? What's your errand ? 

Sir John. 

Ay, Sir, fpeak ; how did you get in here ? What's 
your bufinefs ? What brought you hither ? What*3 
your errand ? - 

Beverlev. 
Vexation ! I am befet by them both at once. 

Lady RESTI4ESS, 
Speak, Sir, explain. 

Sir John. 
Ay ! Sir, explain, 

Beverley. 

Sir, if you will give me leave, I will fatisfy you 
entirely. I affure you. Sir, and you too. Ma'am, 
that the liberty I, have taken with your clofct is en- 
tirely owing to your maid. Tattle, 

Sir John. 
The jade, I don't doubt it. Sir. 

Be- 
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Beverley. 
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To prevent, if poffible, the interpretation now put 
upon feeing me in this houfe. 

Sir John. 

And it was well contrived. Sir. Oh ! my Lady 
Keftlefs. 

Lady Restless. 
By all that's j"uft, I knew nothing of it. 

Beverley. 
Nothing, upon my honour. Sir. 

Sir John. 
Oh ! I knew you would both agree. 

Beverley. 
As I am a gentleman, I tell you the real fa6t. 

Sir John. 
You need not, Sir: I know the real fa6b. 

. Beverley. 

1 have no time to lofe in frivolous altercation : 
I muft now dcfire the pifture, directly. 

Sir John. 
I wifti you a good evenmg. 



Be- 
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BfiVBRLET?'. 

I fliall not ftir without it. I Ihould be glad you 
would comply without. a quarrel. I muft be obliged 



Sir JoHK* 

Ay ! now her prize-fighter begins, (afidii) Ides 
fire you will quit my houfe. Sir. 

Beverley. 

I am not to be trifled with. If you don^t return it 
by fair means, I fhall be forced to draw. 

« 

Sir John. 

There again now ! fhe has fet Jiim on to cut my 
throat : But I will difappoint her. She is a woith- 
lefs woman, and I won't fight about her. There, 
Sir, there is your trinket. I ihall have proof fuffi- 
cient without it. 

Beverlev. 

Upon my honour. Sir, you will have no proof of 
any tranfgreflion of mine. If you fufpedl your lady 
from thele appearances, you wrong her much^ I af- 
fure you. 

Lady Restless. 
Sir, I defire you will explain all this. 

Beverley^ 
Call up your maid. Madam, and then- 



Sir 
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Sir JoHw* 

No, Sir, no more of it. ' 1 am fatisfied; I wifh 
you good night. 

BeVBRLE-V. 

When^ yo« are wiffing to Kftefr to reafoh, I (hall be 
tf^ady to eonvince you of yotir error. Madam, you 
fnay depend I Ihatt do juftice to your honour upon 
ftU occaXions. And now I take my feave. 

Sir John. 

Now, my Lady Reftlefs, now ! you are thoroughly 
known ! all your artifices are known ; Mr. l^cvcrlty 
is known ! my Lord' Conqueft is known. 

Lady Restless. 

My Lord Conqueft, Sir ! I defpife all your impu- 
tations. My Lord ConqaeftV maid. Sir! what can 
jroH» fay to that ? 

Sir John. 

Very well. Madam! 'tis now my turn to write' to 
your brother, and I promife you i will do it. 

Lady Restless. 
You will write. Sir! you will write ! Well! hisaf- 
Airance is unequalled, (q/ide) You will write f 
That is pleafant indeed ! — write. Sir y do ; you will 
only expofe your weaknefs — ha ! ha ! you make your- 
fclf very ridiculous 1 you do indeed ! — ha ! ha ! 



Sir 
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t 

• » 

Sir John. 

• 'Sdeath ! Madam, am I to be infultcd with a con- 
tiimclious laugh into the bargain ! 

Lady Restless. 

Why, my dear, this was all done— to— to — to— 
cure you of your jealoufy ; for I knew you would aft 
as you have done, and fo I refblved to do as I have 
done. Was it not well done, my dear, ? Ha ! ha I 

Sir John. 

Damnation ! this is too much : it is beyond all 
{)atience. 

Lady Restless. 

Ha ! ha ! ha ! the tables are turned, I think Cfin^s 
and laughs. J 

Sir John. 

Let me tell you, it is no laughing matter. You 
are a vile woman ; I know you, and the world fhall 
know you : I promife you it fhall. 

Lady Restless. 

I am clear in my own conviftion, and your flander 
I dcfpife : nor jfhall your artifices blind me or my 
friends any longer. Sir, as you fay, it is no laughing 
matter. I promife you, you fhall never diflionour 
me again in this houfe. 

Sir John. 

And I promife you, Madamj that you fhall never 
diflionour me in any houfe. 

Lady 
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Lady Restless. 
Injurious, falfcj perfidious man ! 

• 

Sir John. 
Deceitful, wanton! wanton woman! 

\Exeunt^ at oppofite doors: 



End of the FOURTH ACT. 
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ACT the FIFTH. 



Scene an Apartment at Mr. fitAivoFiotSLo'x* 

\ 

f 

Enter Belinda. 

Belinda. 

UNgenerous, falfe, deceitful Beverley ! under 
that fair appearance could I imagine that he 
harboured fo much treachery ? Attached to Lady 
Reftlefs I engaged in a dilhonourable intrigue with 
the wife of another, and yet profefling an afFeftion for 
me, with ardour profefling it, and for me only ! he 
is likely to regard the honour of the marriage-bed, 
who is ready to commit a treflpafs on the happinefs of 
his neighbour. It was Providence fent Sir John 
Reftlefs to pay me a vifit. The whole is now brought 
to light, and, Mr. Beverley, I have done with you 
for ever. I (hall now obey my father's commands. 
By giving my hand to Sir William Bellmont's fon, I 
ihall punilh an undeferving libertine for his treachery. 

Enter Tippet. 

Belinda. 
Well, Tippet, have you done as I ordered you ? 

Tippet. 
I have. Madam. 



B£- 
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BcLtNDA. 

The perfidious man ! die! you ever know fueh be- 
haviour ? 

» 

Tippet. 
He is a traitor, like the reft of them. 

Belinda. 

After all the regard I profefled for him ! after fo 
many ardent vows and -proteftations as he has made 
me ! 

TlPP2T. 

The hours that he has fighed away at your feet ! 

Belinda. 

I will banifli him from my thoughts. My refolu- 
tion is fixed, and fo I have told my father. Is Sir 
William Bellmont with him ? 

Tippet. 

He is, Ma'am : they are both in clofe talk : they 
are over their glafs, and are ib overjoyed at the change 
of your mind. 

Belinda. 

And I applaud myfelf for what I have done. — Oh ! 
Mr. Beverley ! you hav-e forced me to this extremity. 
— Here, take this letter. Tippet, and give it to him 
with your own hands. 

* Tippet. 

He fhall have it. {lakes the letter) 
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Belinda. 
Where are all his letters ? 

Tippet. 
Here, Ma'am. (Jhews a parcel) 

Belinda. 
The bracelets, and the pocket book ? 

Tippet. 

I have them fafe. 

« 

Belinda. 

Very well : take his prefents home to him ; and do 
you hear ? Bring me back all the foolifh letters I 
writ to him. 

Tippet. 

Never doubt me : I won't quit the houfe without 
/ them. Exchange is all fair. 

Belinda. 

That letter will tell him, that though I now break 
with him in a manner, that may feem abrupt, his 
charadler and condu6t have compelled me to it. Be 
fure you confirm that to him. 

Tippet. 
He Ihall hear it all, and roundly too. 

Belinda. 

Very well ; you may go. — Tippet, — afk his man. 
—as if from yourfelf,-*-carciefsly,-— as it were by ac- 

cideot, 
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cidcnt,— -whether his mafter has talked of me ? And 

what he faid. Tippet ? 

I ■ • - 

Tippet. 

I know Mr, Brufh: I can wheedle it out of him, 
1 warrant me. 

BELINDA. 

Get at the particulars : not that I care: I don't 
V^ant to know any thing about the ungrateful man. 
It does not concern me now. My foolifh weaknefs 
is over : let him care as little for me as I do for him : 
you may tell him fo. 

Tippet, 
Your meflage fhan't lofe in the carrying. 

Belinda. 

Well, that's all : you may begone, 

» ■ . 

Tippet. 
Yes, Ma'am, (going) 

Belinda. 
. Mind what I have faid. 

Tippet. 
You may truft to me. (going) 

Belinda. 
Don't forget a word of it. 

Tippet. 
No, not a fyllable. (going) 
VouIII. Y Be- 
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Belinda. . 

And hark ye : tell him how eafy, how compofed 
I am. That will gall him. You fee. Tippet, I am 
quite unconcerned, (forcing a/mile) 

Tippet. 
Yes^ Ma'am : you don't feem to fret in the Icaft. 

Belinda. 

It is eafy to perceive that I am not all difcon- 
certed. You may fee how gay I am upon the occa- 
fion. {affeHing to laugh) 

Tippet, {laughing) 

Oh ! yes. Ma'am ; you m,ake quite a laughing 
matter of it. 

Belinda. 

Yery true : aperfeft air of indifference !-—WeH, 
I have done.— Tell him that upon no account will I 
ever exchange a word with him 5 that I will never 
hear of him j never think of him; never fee him; 
and never, upon any confideration, admit the fmalleft 
intercourfe ; no, never s I will have no* more to do 
with him. 

Tippet. 

I have my leffon. Ma'am, and I am glad you arc 
fo refolved upon it. (going) 

Enter a Servant. 



Servant, 
Mr. Beverley, Madam. 



Tff' 
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TtPPEti 

Yotl muft ttdt let him up ftairs t my Lady will 
hevier fee hh face* 

( 

I 

Belinda. 

Ves> i think I may fee him : fhew him Up. 1 will 
fee him once mare, and tell him all myfelf. It will 

conie better from me. Tippet* 

» 

Tippet. 

Yes> Ma'aitt, you will do it With a better grace ; 
iartd your refolution will melt away like a bit o^ 
fugar in your mouth. 

Belinda/ 

My refolution is not to be altered : yoti may 
withdraw. Tippet. 

Tippet* 

Yes, Ma*am.-— *Ah ! flie has a hankering after 
him ftill. lExit* 

Belinda* 

I fhall now take my leave of him. — But then, my 
friend ClariflTa ! can 1 rob her of her lover ? She 
has not deferved it at my hands. Though Mr. Be- 
verley has deceived me, muft 1 be falfe to honour, 
and to friendlhip ? 

^nter Beverlev* 

BEVEkLEV* 

iSelinda ! how gladly do* I once again behold- 

Y a Bs 



ijtai* 
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Belinda. 

And with what refentment have not I reafon t« 
behold, Si r 

Beverley. 

You have, Belinda; you have reafon I grant it; 
forgive the ralh words my folly uttered. 

Belinda. 

Miftake me not, Sir : it is not your words I quar- 
rel with : your aftions, Mr. Beverley, your adions, 
Sir! 

Beverley. 

They are not to be extenuated : but furely, after 
the letter you honoured me with 

Belinda. 

Sir, I have heard every thing fince I was guilty of ' 
that folly. 

Beverley. 
Heard ! what ? 

Belinda. 

Dlflemble if you will : but this muft be the laft of 
our converfing together. ^ My maid will return you 
whatever I have received from you : all my filly 
letters I muft defire you to deliver to her \ and then 
vifit me no more. Sir. • ' . 

Beverley. 

Belinda! — you will not wound me thus. Here 
is the pifture which caufed that unlucky miftake be- 
tween 
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twccn us, I have recovered it from Sir John Reft- 

Icfs. 

Belinda. 
From my Lady Reftlelsj Sir ? 

BeV£RL5Y. ^ 

Madam! 

. Belinda. 
Oh ! ficj Sir ; no more ; I have done* 

Beverley. 

You muft, you muft accept it. Thus on my 
knees I beg you, WUl you, Belinda ? {takes her 
hand) 

Belinda. 

Leave me. Sir : let go my hand, Mr. Beverley : 
your falfehood 

Beverley. 
My falfehood ! By all the — — ^ 

Belinda. 

Your falfehood. Sir : Sir John Reftlefs has told 
me all 5 every circumftance. 

Beverley. 

He has told you ! what has he told ? His life 
fhall anfwer it. 

Belinda. 

You have deftroyed my peace of mind for ever. 

Y 3 Nay, 
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Nay; you youifclf have farced mc into the arm? of 

another. 

Wh^tdolhear? 

Belinda, 

My Lady Reftlefe will rejoice at the news : the 
event will not be unpleafing to her ; but £lic is wel- 
come : let her, enjoy her triynriph. 

Beverlev. 

You aftonifh nie, Belinda : \v^hat does all this, 
mean ? 

Belinda. 

It means, that, in obedience to the comrnands of 
^ father, I have agreed to marry Mr. Bellmont. 

Beverley, 

Mr. Bellmont !— him !— -marry him ! it is yery 
well. Ma'am : I expe6led it would come to this, an4 
Xny Lady Reftlefs is only mentioned on this occat 
fion, as a retort for my accufation about Sir John. | 
underftand it i and, by Heaven ! I believe that whole 
ftory. 

Belinpa, 
You do. Sir! . 

^ _ 

Beverley. 

. I do: fool that I was to humble myfelf to you, 
My pride is nowpiqued, and I am glad, Madam^ 
^s glad as you can be, to break off for eyer. 
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BELINDA. 

Oh \ Sir, I can be as indifferent on my part. You 
have only to fend me back my letters, and 

Beverley. 

Agreed, agreed. I'll go home this moment, 
and fend them all. Before I go. Madam, here is 
yottr owii piftiiTe> which you h^d given me with 
your own Jiands. Mr. Bellmont will be glad of it j 
or Sir Jofin Reftlefs will be glad of it ; or any body 
will be glad of it : you need not be at a lofs. 

Belinda. 

Very like. Sir. {takes thepElure) Tyrant, tyrant 
than ! to treat me in this barbarous manner, (cries) 

Beverley. 
Tears ! Belinda ! {approaching) — Belinda ! 

Belinda. - 

No more of your infjdious arts. I will hear no 
more. Oh ! my heart, my heart will break. I did 
not think it v/as in your nature to behave as you 
have done i but — farewcl for ever. [Exit. 

Beverley. 

Belinda ! hear me but fpeak. By Heaven, my Lady 
Reftlefs — She is gone; 'fdeath ! I have been duped 
by her all this time j I will now fummon up all that 
is man within me, and in my turn defpife her. 



y 4 Enter 
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Enter Tippet. 

Tippet. 

If you are going home. Sir, I will take the things 
with me now. 

Beverley. 
Yes, I am going : I will leave this deteftcd— — 



Tippet. 
This abominable place. Sir. {laughing at bim) 

Beverley* 
This hell! 

Tippet. 
Ha ! ha ! — ay ! Sir, this hell, 

Beverley. 
This manfion of perfidy, ingratitude, and fraud. 

Tippet. 
Very right. Sir, let us go. 

Beverley. 

And yet — ^Tippet^ you muft not ftir. Indulge 
me but a little. It is all a mifunderftanding, this. 

Tippet. 

My lady will have no more to fay to you. You 
may take the things. Sir : my lady refigns them 
to you, Sir. 

Be- 
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Beverley. 

Oh! Tippet, ufe your intereft with her. • Keep 
them in the houfe till I return. I will clear up this 
whole matter prefcntly. I muft not lofe her thus. 

Tippet. 

Poor gentleman ! he feems in a lamentable way. 
Well, I fancy for my part he is a true lover after all ; 
that's what I do s and my young lady, 1 fear, is- 

Eftter Belinda, 

Tippet. 

Madam, Madarh, Madam, you are to blame j you 
are, indeed. 

Belinda. 
Is he gone. ? 

Tippet. 
He is. Ma'am. 

Belinda. 

Did he fay any thing ? Was he uneafy ? Or did 
he carry it off with 3,- 

Tippet. 

Oh ! Madam, he went away fighing fhort, his heart 
throbbing, his eyes brimful, his looks pale : you are 
to blame, you are, indeed, Madam. I dare be fworn 
he has never proved falfe. 

Be- 
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Belinda. 
Oh ! Tippet, could 1 be fure of that ! 

Tippet. 

But you are not fure of the contrary. Why won't 
you fee my Lady Rcftlefs ? See her direftly. Ma- 
dam ; go to her now before it is too late j before the 
old folks, who are putting their heads together, 
have fettled the whole affair. Dear Ma'am, be ad- 
vifed. ^I hear them coming. They will hurry you 
into a match, and you'll repent or it. How cruel 
this is I Here they come. — No, it's Madam Cla- 
fifla, 

Enfer Clarissa. 

' Clarissa. 

So, Belinda; you have thrown things into fine con- 
fulioii. You have involved yourfelf, and my bro- 
ther^ and Mr. Bellmont, and every body in moft ter* 
ribie diificulties, 

Belinda. 

My dear ClariflTa, here have been fuch doings be* 
your brother and me. 

Clarissa, 

So I find. I met him as I came hither. You have 
had fine doings indeed. I have heard the whole j 
iny brother has told me every thing. 

Tippet. 

Madam, Madam ; I hear your father. Sir Wil- 
liam Bellmont is with him : they are coming up 
ftairs, 
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Belinda. 

I am not in a dilj)ofition to fee them now. Cla-. 
fifla fulpend your judgment ; ftep with me to my 
own ropm> and I will then give you fuch reafons as, 
you will own yourfelf, fufEciently juftifymy condud, 

Clarissa. 

The reafon3 muft be ingenious, that can make any 
Jcind of apology for fuch behaviour : I ftiall be glad 
fo hear you. 

Belinda. 

Very we]l, follow me quickly. You wiH ^.'^d that 
Hiy refolution is not fo rafh as you ima.vne. 

Tippet. 

Tl^ey haye got into a rare puzzle; and how they 
will get out of it, is beyond my dexterity j and fo let 
'pm manage as well as they can. 

Enfer Blandfqrd, Sir William, and Young 
' Bellmont. 

Blandford. 

Sir William, we have made a good day's work of 
it : the writings will be ready to-morrow morning. 
Where is Belinda ? I thought flie was in this room, 

TrppET. 

She is gor^e tp her p\vn rpom, Sir : fhe ig not 
well. 



Sip 
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Sir William. 

She has changed her mind, perhaps : I fhall ^avc 
no faith in this bufinefsj till it is all concluded. 

Blandford. 

Changed her mind, fay you ? No, no ; I can de- 
pend upon her. Til bring her to you this moment, 
and you and your fon fhall hear a declaration of her 
mind out of her. own lips. Tippet, where is Be- 
linda ? 



Tippet. 
ril fhew you the way. Sir. [£a:// with Blandford^ 

Sir William. , 

Now we Ihall fee what authority you have over 
your daughter. I have your promife, George : 
if fhe confents, you will be ready to comply with^the 
wilhes of your father. 

Bellmont. 

Sir, — you may depend, that is as far a$ matters arc 
in my power: but you know, as I told you already, 
the lady has a fettled, rooted averfion to me. 

Sir William. 

Averfion !-7-fhe can change her mind, can't fhe? 
Women have no fettled principle. They like to- 
day, and diflike to-morrow. Befides, has not her 
father promifed her to you in marriage ? If the old 
gentleman likes you, what have you to do with her 
averfion ? 

Bell- 
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Bellmont. 

To do with it ? A great deal, I am afraid. You 
are not npw to learn, that, when a young lady mar- 
ries.againft her inclination, billet-doux, aflignations, 
plots, intrigues, and a terrible ^/ catera of female 
flratagem, mount into her brain, and the poor huf- 
band in the mean time- 
Sir William. 

Come, lad, don't play the rogue with your father. 
Did not you promife me, if jttie made no objection, 
that there would be no obftacle 6n your part ? 

Bellmont. 

I promifed to be fure, but yet I can't help think- 
ing- 
Sir William. 

And I can't help thinking that you know how to 
equivocate. Look you, George, your words were 
plain downright Englifh, and I expeft that you will 
perform to the very letter. I have fixed my heart 
upon this match. Mr. Blandford and I have pafled 
the day at the Crown and Rolls to read over the 
deeds. I have been dining upon parchment as I 
may fay. I now tell you once for all, you muft be 
obfervant of my Will and plc^afurc. 

Bellmont. 

To end all difpute. Sir, if the lady — (afide) She 
will never confent ^ I may fafely promife. — If the 
lady. Sir, can at once forget her engagements with 
my friend Beverley 

Sir 
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« » 

Sir WilLiAm. 

You will then forget Clariffat fklrly fpokefl^ 
Come^ I am fatisfied. And now^ now we fhall iee« 

Eftter Blandford* 

Sir William give rtie joy : every thing goes as 1 
wilh. My daughter is a complying girl. She is 
ready to obey my commands* ClarifTa is with her, 
befeeching, wrangling ; complaining, foothing j now 
in a rage, and now in tears; one moment expoftulat- 
ing, and the next imploring; but all in vain; Belin- 
da holds her refolution ; and fo young gentleman 
you are now completely happy. 

Bellmont. 
Death to my hopes ! can this be true ? (afiJe) 

Blandford« 

Sir William give me your hand upon it. This 
will not only be a match of prudence^ but of incli- 
nation. 

Sir William* 

There, George, there is news for you I your bufi* 
nefs is done. 

Blandford* 

She owns very frankly that her heart has been hi- 
therto fixed upon a worthlefs man : »fhe renounces 
him for ever, and is willing to give her hand as I 
Ihalldireft. 

Bbll-* 



A C O M E D Y. SSi 

Bellmont. 
What a dilemma am I brought into ? {jBifidi) 

Sir William. , 

^ George, what's the matter, boy ? You a bride- 
groom ? Wounds ! at your age I could cut a caper 
over the moon upon fudi an occafion. 

BlLLMOirf. 

I am more flack-mettled. Sir: I cannot leap 
quite fo high. y 

Sir William. 

A cup too low, I fancy. Let us go and finifli our 
bottle. Belinda fjiall be my toaft. Til give you her 
health in a bumper. Come, Mr. Blandford : I want 
to wafti down the cobwebs of the law. \Emt. 

Blandford. 

I attend you, Sir William. — Mr. Bellmont, fol- 
low us : we muft have your company : you are under 
par : come, we will raife you a note higher. 

\Exit. 

Bellmont. ' 

You have funk me fo low, that I (hall never re- 
cover myfelf. This behavioOr of Belinda's !— 

Can (he think her treachery to one lover will recom- 
mend her to another ? 

• 
Enter Clarissa. 

Clarissa. 
Mr. Bellmont^ I wifh you joy. Sir. Belinda has 

coi^ 
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fented ; and you have done the fame. You are both 
confcnting. The match is a very proper one. You 
will be finely paired. 

Bellmont. 

YoU' are rhifinformed, Clarifla ; why will you do 
me this injuftice ? 

Clarissa. 

Injuftice! Mr. Blandford has reported every 
thing : he has done you juttice : he has told us how 
eafiiy you have been perfuaded : don't imagine that 
I am hurt. I refign all pretenfions : I can be pre- 
vailed upon with as much eafe as you. Sir: I can copy 
theeafy compliance of Mr. Bellmont. 

Bellmont. 

If you will but hear me : moderate your anger. 

Clarissa. 

Anger ! — anger indeed ! I ihould be fbrry any 
thing that has happened were of confequence enough 
to difturb my peace of mind. — Anger ! — I Ihall die 
with laughing at the thought. You may be falfe to 
your friends. Sir ; falfe to your vows ; you may break 
every folemn engagement j Mr. Blandford wifhes it; 
Belinda wifhes it ; and why Ihould not you comply? 
Follow the diftates of your heart. Sir. 

Bellmont. 

* 

Whatever has happened, Clarifla, ,1 am not to 
blame. 

I 

Clarissa. 

I dare fay not i and here is a lady will fay the 

fame. 

Enfer 
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Enter Belii^da. 

Belinda* 

Spare your reproaches, Clarifla. — Mr. Bellmont, 
you too may fpare me. The agitations of my mind 
diftrefs me fo, I know not which way to turn myfelf. 
The provocation I have had 

Clarissa. 
provocation. Madam ! — from whom ? 

Belinda. 

From your brother : you need not queftion me ; 
you know what his condu6t has been. 

Bellmont. 

By Heaven you wrong him ; and fo you will find 
in the end. 

Clarissa. 

Your own conduft. Madam ! will that ftand as 

clear as my brother's ? My Lady Reftlcfs, I believe, 

has fomething to fay. It will become you to refute 
that charge. 

Belinda. 
Downright malice, my dear t but I excufe you for * 
the prefent. 

Enter Tippet. 

Tippet, {to Belinda) 
Your chair is ready, Ma'am, 

Vol. III. Z Be- 
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Belinda. 

Very well : I have not a moment to lofe : I am 
determined to know the bottom of this whole affair. 
Clariffa, when I return, you will be better difpofcd 
to hear me. 

Clarissa. 

You need not trouble yourfelf> Ma'am : I am per- 

feftly fatisfied. Tippet, will you be fo good as to 

order my chair ? 

Belinda. 

Well ; fufpend your judgement. This buiinefsis 
of importance : I muft leave you now. 

[Exil with tippet. 



Bellmont. 

Clarifla, if you knew how all this wounds me to 
the heart. 

Clarissa. 

Oh ! keep your refolution ; go on with your very 
honourable defign: inclination .fhould be confultedi 
and the neceflity oif the cafe, you know, will excufe 
you to the world. 

Bellmont. 

Command your temper, and the whole fhall be 
explained. 

Clarissa. 
It wants no explanation : it is too clear already. 
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Bellmont. 

A moment's patience would fet every thing rij^ht- 
— 'Sdeath ! one would imagine that Lad Relllefs had 
'been fpeaking to you too. This is like the reft of 
them: downright jealoufy ! 

Clarissa. 

Jealoufy ! — Upon my word. Sir, you are of great 
confequence to yourfelf : but you ftiall find tjiat I 
can with perfeft ferenity banilh you, and your Be- 
linda, entirely from my thoughts. 

Enter X^ppet. 

% 

Tippet. 
The chairmen are in the hall. Ma'am. 

Bellmont. 

» 

Let me but fpeak to you. 

Clarissa. 

No, Sir : I have done : I Ihall quit this houfe im - 
mediately, (going) Mrs. Tippet, could you let 
me have pen, ink, and paper, in your lady's room ? 

Tippet. 
Every thing is ready there. Ma'am. 

Clarissa. 

Very well :— rl'll go and write a letter to Belinda. 
I'll tell her my mind, and then adieu to all of you. 

[Exit with 'Tipj^et. 
Z 2 Bell- 
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Bellmont. 

f 

How perverfe and obftinate ! 

Enter Sir William- 

Sir William. 
Well, George, every thing is fettled* 

Bellmont. 

Why really. Sir, I don't know what to fay. I 
wilh you would confider 

Sir William. 
At yoyr tricks again ? 

Bellmont. 

I am above an attempt to deceive you : but if all 
circumftances were known — I am not fondbf fpeak- 
ing detraftingly of a young lady ^ but for the ho- 
nour of your family. Sir, let us defift from this 
match. 

Sir William. 
- Roguery, lad ! there's roguery in this, 

Bellmont. 

I fee you will force me to fpeak out. If there is, 
unhappily, a flaw in Belinda's reputation 

Sir William. 
Kow? 

Bell^ 
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Bellmont. 

This is no time to-diflemble. In fhort, Sir, my 
Lady Reftlefs, a worthy lady here in the neighbour- 
hood, has difcovered a connexion between her and 
Sir John Reftlefs ; Sir John and Lady Reftlefs lived 
in perfe£l harmony till this affair broke out. The 
peace of the family is now deftroyed. The whole is 
come to the knowledge of my friend Beverley: with 
tears in his eyes, with a bleeding heart, (for he loved 
Belinda tenderly) he has at laft multered up refoly- 
tion^ and taken his final leave, 

Sir William, 
Ay ! can this be true ? 

Bellmont. 

It is but too true ; I am forry to report it. And 
now. Sir, judge yourfelf — Oh ! — here comes Mr. 
Blandford: 'tis a dreadful fcene to open to him ; a 
terrible ftory for the ear of a father ! You had beft 
take no notice : we need not be acceflary to a young 
lady's ruin : it is a family affair, and we may leave 
them to patch it up among themfelvcs, as well as they 
can. 

Sir William, , 

Jf thefe things are fo, why then the cafe is altereci* 

Enter Blandford, 

Blandford, * 

' Hey ! what's in the wind now ? You tv^o look 
^s grave ! what's come over you ? For my part, my 
fpirits are above proof v/ith joy ; I am in love with 

Z 3 my 
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my daughter for her compliance, and I^ancy I Ihall 
throw in an odd thoufand more, to enliven the 
honey-moon. 

Sir William. 

Mr. Blandford, tve are rather in a hurrys I think. 
We had better not precipitate matters. 

Blandford. 

Nay, if you are for changing your mind — Look 

you, Sir ; my daughter fhall not be trifled with. 

Where is fhe ? Where is my girl ? Who anfwcrs 
there ? 

Enter Tippet. 

Blandford* 
Where's Belinda ? 

Tippet. 

She is not gone far, Sir: juft ftept out upon ^ 
moment's bufinefs to Sir John Reftlefs. 

Sir WjLLIAM. 

Gone to Sir John Reftlefs ! {afide) 

Bellmont. 
You fee. Sir. (jo Sir William) 

Blandford. 
I did not think Ihe* knew Sir John. 



Sir 
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Sir William. 

Yes, flie knows him : ftie has been acquainted 
with him for fome time pad. 

Blandford. 

What freak has fhe got in her head ? She is 
not gone after her Mr. Beverley, I hope. Zookers ! 
this has an odd appearance, I don't like it : Til 
follow her this moment. 

Sir William. 

You are right: Til attend you. — ^Now George, 
this will explain every thing, {aftde) — Come, Mr. 
Blandford, this may be an efcape: young birds 
will wing their flight, 

Blandford. 

Well, well, fay no more : we (hall fee how it is* 
Come, Sir William : it is but a ftep. \Kxit. 

Bellmont, (to Tippet) 
Where is ClarilTa ? 

Sir William, (looking back) 
What loitering, George ? 

Bellmont. 

I follow you. Sir. {Exit Sir fFilliam) Clariffa is 
not gone, 1 hope. 

Tippet. 

Gone, Sir ! — She is writing, and crying, and wip- 

Z 4 ing 
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ing her eyes, and tearing her paper, and beginning 
again, and in fuch a piteous way ! 

Bellmont. 

I muftfee'her: Ihe muft come with us. If Lady 
Reftlcfs perfifts in her ftory, who knows .what turn 
this afFair niay take? Connie 5 Mrs. Tippet, (heWme 
the way. [Exeunt. 

Scene the Hall in the Hoiife of Sir John Restless ; a 
loud rap at the door \ and enter Robert. 

Robert. 

What a hurry you are in there ? — This is my 
Lady, I fuppofe. Where can ihe have been ? — ^Now 
for more confufion. If Ihe finds Madarri Belinda 
with Sir John, we are all blown up again. 

Sir John, {peeping in) 
Robert, Robert : is that your Lady ? 

Robert. 

Mercy on us ! She is coming, I believe^ Sir. 
( looks out ) I fee her qhair : it is my Lady. 

Sir John. 
Don't let her know that Belinda is in the houfc. 

Robert. 
Not if I can help it. Truft to me. Sir. {Exit Sir 
")ohn) Here fiie comes. What has Ihc been about ? 

/i Chair 
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A Chair is brought into the Hall. 

Lady Restless, {coming oiit of the Chair) 
Is Sir John at home ! 

Robert. 
I fancy he is, my Lady. 

Lady Restless. 
Has any body been v/ith him ? 

Robert. 

He has been all alone, writing letters in his fludy • 
j>e defired not to be interrupted. 

Lady Restless. 

, I Ihall not interrupt him, I promife him. You 
never will tell me any thing, Robert : I don't care 
who comes after him. To-morrow I fliall quit this 
houfe, and then he may riot in licentious pleafure. If 
he a(ks for me, \ am not well 5 I am gone to my own 
apartment : I hope to fee no more of him. • {goir^g) 

Cfiairman. 

Shall your La4yfhip want the chair any more to- 
night? 

Lady Restless. 

I don't know what I fliall want. Leave the chair 
there : you may wait. [Exit. 

Chairman. 

Ay I always a waiting job. 
{Put;^ the chair afide\ Exeunt Ch airman ^ and Robert.) 

£nter 
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Enter Sir John and Belinda. 

Belinda. 
If you will but permit me to fay a word to her— ^ 

Sir John. 
Excufe me for the prefent : I beg you will. 

Belinda. 

A fliort interview with Lady Reftlefs might clear 
up all my doubts : what objeftion can you have ? 

Sir John. 

A million of objeftions. You do not know the 
confequence of being feen in this houfe. She wiU 
incerprec every thing her own way. I am un- 
happy, Madam^ while you ftay. 

Belinda. 

There is more cruelty in your refufal than you caa 
imagine. Mr. Beverley's charafter is in queftiori: 
it is of the laft importance to me to know the whole 
truth. 

Sir John. 

You know it all. Madam. Mr. Beverley's cha- 
rafter is too clear. Proofs thicken, and grow 
ftronger every hour. Since the vifit I paid you this 
very day, I have made another difcovery. I found 
him lurking here in my houfe. 



Belinda. 
Found him here, Sir ? 



Sir 
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Sir John. 

-Found him here. He was lying in ambufh.for 
another amorous meeting. 

Belinda. 
If there is no miftake in this bufinefs 



Sir John. 

Miftake ! May I truft my own eyes ? I faw 
him ; L fpoke to him ; I taxed him v/ith his guilt. 
He was concealed in her clofec : does that amount to 
proof? Her maid Tattle ftationed him there. My 
Lady was privy to it : . (he favoured the ftratagem. 
iVre you fatisfied now. Madam ? 

' Belinda. 

The particulars of this difcovcry. Sir John, may 
convince me : tell me all. Sir : you will oblige me. 

■ ' Sir John. 

Enquire no more for the prefent. You will oblige 
me. Madam. Robert ftiall fee you fafe home. I 
would not have my Lady find us together; I think I 
hear her : no, no. In a day or two the particulars will 
be known to the wide world. Where is Robert ?^— 
He Ihall condud you home. My peace and happi- 
nefs require it. 

Belinda. 

My peace and happincfs are deflroyed for ever. If 
your ftory be true— p- 

Sir 



N 
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Sir John. 

It is too true : I wifh you a good night. I am 
miferable while you are here. — Robert 

Belinda. 

Deliver me ! I am ruined. I hear my father's 
voice : what brings him hither ? I am undone if he 
finds me. Let me retire into that room. 

Sir John. 
That room will not do : you will be feen there, 

Belinda. 
Can't I go up flairs ? ( going ) 

Sir John. 

No; I am ruined, if you go that way.— Hell and 
diftradion ! — My Lady Reftlefs coming down ! 
Here, Madam, here ; into that chair. You will be 
concealed there : nobody will fufpeft you, 

Belij^da. 

ft 

Anywhere, Sir : put me any where, to avoid this 
impending ftorm. (goes into the chair) 

Sir John. {JJjutting the chair) 

This is lucky. I am fafe now. Let my Lady 
come as foon as Ihe will. 

Ei:ter Lady Restless, 

Lady Restless, 
I only wanted to fay one word, Sir. 

Enter 
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Enter Blandford. 

Blandford. 

Sir John, I am obliged to intrude : I am told my 
daughter is here. 

Lady Restless. 
There ! he has heard it all. 

Blandford. / 

I have heard that Belinda came to your houfe : 
on what bufinefs, I do not know. I hope, Sir John, 
that you do not harbour the girl to difturb the peace 
and happinefs of a father. 

Sir John. 
That imputation, Sir^—— 

Lady Restless. 
He does harbour her. 

Sir John. 
Mr. Blandford, I give you my honour 



Lady Restless. 

I know he does. He has ruined your daughter; 
he has injured you. Sir, as well as me in themoft ef- 
fential point. 

Sir John. 
She raves; Ihe is mad. If you liften to her— 



Enter 
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Enter Sir William, and Beverley. 

Blandford. 

I am glad you are come. Sir William. This 
more than I expefted. 

Sir John. 

And more than I expefted. There, Madam, there 
is your favourite again ! 

Beverley. 

My vifit is public. Sir. I come to demand, in the 
prefence of this company, an explanation of the mif- 
chief you have done me. 

Sir John. 

You need not be fo publi^f, Sir. The clofet is 
ready for you : Tattle will turn the key, and you will 
there be very fafe. 

Lady Restless. 

How can yo\i perfift in fuch a fallacy ? He knows, 
he perfectly well knows it was an accident j a mere 
blunder of the fervant, entirely unknown to me. 

Sir John. 
She was privy to the whole. 

Blandford. 

This is befide my purpofe. I came hither in queft 
of my daughter : a father demands her. Is Ihe here? 
Is Ihe in the houfe. 

Sir 
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Sir John. * 

In this houfe. Sir ? Our families never vifited. I 
am not acquainted with her. , 

Lady Restless. 

He h acquainted with her. I faw him clafp her in 
his arms. 

Blandford. 
In his arms ! When ? Where ? Tell me all. 

Lady Rjestless. 
Yes, now let him give an account of himfelf. 

Sir John. 

When you have accounted for your aftions. 
Madam 

, Lady Restless. 
Render an account to the lady's father. Sir. 

Blandford. 

Yes, to her father. Account with me. Sir. 
When and where was all this ? 

Lady Restless. 
This very day ; at noon ; in the Park. 

Beverley. 

But in the eyes of the whole world : I know Be- 
linda : I can acquit her. 

Sir 
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Sir John. 

And I proclaim her innocence. We can both ac- 
quit her. (gees up to Beverley) 

m 
9 

Lady Restless. 
You are both in a plot : both combined. 

Sir John. 

It was all harmlefs ; all inofFenfivc. Was not it 
Mr. Beverley ? 

Beverley. 
Yes, all, all. 

Lady Restless. 
All guilt i manifeft, downright guilt. 

Sir William. 
If you all talk together, we ftiall never underftand. 

Beverley. 

I underftand it all. — Mr. Blandford you met Be- 
linda in the Park this morning ? 

Blandford. 
I did. Sir, 

Beverley. 

* You accofted her violently: the harfhnels of your 
language overpowered her fpirits : Ihe was ready to 
faint : Sir John was pafling by : fhe was going to drop 
down : Sir John affifted her: that is the whole of the 
ftory. Injured as I am, I muft do jufticc to Belin 

da's* 
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da*s charafter. She may treat me with the caprice 
and pride of infolent beauty ; but her virtue claims 
reJpeft. 

Sir John. 
There now; there ! that is the whole of the ftory. 

Lady Restless. 

The whole of the ftory ! no. Sir John : you fhall 
fupprefs nothing : you could receive a pifture from 
her. 

Sir John. 

You, Madam, could receive a pifture j and you, 
Mr. Beverley, could prefent it. 

Lady Restless. 
Mr. Beverley, you hear this J 

Beverley.. 

I can juftify you. Madam. I gave your Lady no 
picture. Sir John. 

Sir John. 

She had it in her hand. 1 faw her print her kifles 
on it, and in that moment I f^ized it from her. 

Beverley. 

Belinda dropt it in the Park, when flife was taken 
ill : I had juft given it to her. Your Lady found it . 
there. 

Lady Restless, 
I found it on that very fpot. 

Vot. III. A a Be- 
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Beverley. 

§ 

There, Sir; fhe found it. 

Sir John. 

I found you locked up in her cabinet; concealed 
in private. 

Lady Restless, 
But with no bad intent. 

Sir John. 
With the worft intent. 

Beverley. 

Your jealoufy, Sir John, has fixed an imputation 
ijpon me, who have not deferved it : and yourfufpi- 
cions. Madam, have fallen, like a blading mildew, 
upon a lady, whofe name was never before fuUied bf 
the breath of calumny. 

Sir William. 

The affair is clear as to your daughter, Mr. Bland- 
ford. I am fatisfied, and now we need not intrude 
any longer upon this family. {Enter BclUncnt and CU- 
rij/a.) Walk in, George : every thing is right: your 
fears may now go to reft. 

Lady Restless. 

I ftiall not ftay another night in this houfe. Tbe 
will explMn every thing. Call my chairmen there. 
Sir John has it his own way at prefcnt. {Enter chffr- 
men.) You have fettled this among yourfelves. I 
Ihall now go to my brother's. Sir John I have noraort 
to fay at prcfent. Hold \)p. {goes to the chair.) 

Sir 
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^. Sir John. 

Let the chair alone. You fhall not go : you (hall 
not quit this houfe, till I confent. (goes between her 
and the chair.) 

Lady Restless. 
, I fay hold up. 

Sir John. 
Let it alone. 

Lady Restless. 
Very well, Sir : I muft be your prifoner, muft I ? 

Sir John. 
It is mine to command here. No loofe efcapes 
this night ; no aflignations j no intrigues to difgrace 
me. 

Lady Restless. 

Such inhuman treatment ! I am glad there are wit- 
neffes of your behaviour, {walks away) 

Blandford. 

1 

I am forry to fee all this confufion j but fince my 
daughter is not here — — 

Lady Restless. 
He knows where Ihe is, and fo you will find. 

* 

Sir John, {coming forward.) 
Your daughter is innocent, .Sir, 1 give you my 
honour. Where Ihould fhe be in.this houfe ? Lady 
Reftlefs has occafioned all this mifchief. She formed 
a ftory to palliate her own mifcondu6t. . To her vari- 
ous artifices you are a ftranger \ but in a few days 
you may depend— "^ 

A a 2 ' Lady 
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Lady Restless, {afide^ as Jhe goes towards the chuir^ 
He fhall find that I am not to be detained here* 
(makes Jigns to the chairmen to hold uj>.) 

Sif John. 

I Tay, gentlemen, you may depend that I have full 
proof, and in a little time every thing will— (/i&tf 

chair is opened^ and Belinda comes out.) 

-J 

' Lady Restless. 

Who has proof now ? There, there ! in his houfc 
all the time ! 

Blandford. 
What do I fee ? 

Beverley. 
Belinda here ! 

Sir William. 
, So, fo 1 there is fomerhing in it, I fee* 

Sir John. 
Diftraftion 1 this is unlucky. 

Lady Restless. 
, What fay you now, Mr. Beverley? — ^Now Mr. 
.Blandford ! there \ ocular demonftration for you ! 

Sir William. 

George, take Clarifla as foon as you wilL M* 
Blandford, you will excufe me, if 1 now declinfe any 
further treaty with you. 

Blandford. 

This abrupt behaviour. Sir William—— 

Sir 
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Sir William. 

I am fatisfied Sir. I am rcfolved. Clarifla, you 
have my approbation: my fon is at your fcrvicc. 
Here, George, take h/er, and be happy. 

Bellmont. (taking her hand) ^ 

To you.from this moment I dedicate all my future 
days. 

Blandford. 

Very well : take your own way. I can ftill pro* 
tcft my daughter, 

Beverley. 

And (he deferves your proteftion : my dear Be- 
linda explain all this: 1 know it is in your power. 

Belinda. 

This generous behaviour. Sir, recalls me to new 
life. You, I am now convinced, have been accufed 
by my Lady Reftlefs without foundation. Whatever 
turn her Ladyfhip's unhappy felf-tormenting fancy 
niiay give to my conduft, it may provoke a fmile, 
but will excite no other pafTion. 

Lady Restless. 
Mighty fine ! what brought you to this houfe ? 

Belinda. 

To be a witnefs of your foUy, Madam, and Sir 
John's into the bargain. 

Bellmont. 

That I can vouch : Sir John can fill his mind with, 
vain chimeras, with as apt a difpofition as his Lady. 
Beverley has been reprefented in thefalfeft colours— 

A a 3 Lady 
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Lady Restless. 
That I admit : Sir John invented the ftory. 

Beverley. 

And Belinda, Madam, has been cruelly flandered 
by you. 

Sir John. 
She has fo : that I admit. 

Belinda. 
And my defire to fee all this cleared up, brought 
me to this houfe. Madam. Now you fee what has 
made this confufion« 

Lady Restless. 

Oh! I expcfted thefe airs. You may difculs the 
point where you pleafe : I will hear no more upon 
the fubjed. [Exit. 

Blandford. 
Madapj the fubjeft muft befettled. (follows ber.) 

.Sir John. 

You have a right to.infift upon it : The whole fhall 
be explained this moment. • Sir William, you are a 
difpaflionate man. Give us your affiftance. [£x//. 

Sir William. 

With all my heart. George, you are no longer 
concerned in this bufmefs, and I am glad of it. 

lE^it, with young BellmonU 



Cla- 



A C O M E D ir. 375 

Clarissa. Qo Beverley.) 

Now Brother, now is your time : your difficulties 
are all removed. Sir John fufpefted you without rea- 
fon : my Lady Reftlefs did the fame to Belinda : you 
are both in love, and now may do each other juftice. 
I can fatisfy my Lady Reftlefs and your father, 

Beverley, (afide) 
I fee, I fee my rafhhefs, 

Belinda, (afide) * 

I have been terribly deceived, 

Beverley. 
If Ihc would but forgive my folly. 

Belinda. 

Why does not he open his mind to me ? I can* 
ipeak firft. 

Beverley. 
"What apology can I make her ? — Belinda I 

Belinda. 
Charming ! he begins, (^ajide, nndfmiling) 

Beverley, {approaching) 
Belinda ! — no anfwer ? — Belinda i 

Belinda. 
Mr. Beverley \^^{Jmiles aftde) 

A a 4 Bb- 
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Beverley. 

Don't you think you have been very cruel to mc, 
Belinda ? {advancing towards her) 

Belinda. 

Don't you think you have been barbarous to mc ? 

(without looking at him) 

Beverley. 

I have : I grant it. Can you find in your heart to 
forgive me ? 

Belinda, (without looking at him) 

You have kept me on the rack this whole day, 
and can you wonder that I feel myfclf unhappy ? 

Beverley. 

, I am to blame : I acknowledge it. If you knew 
how my own heart reproaches me, you would fpare 
yourfelf the trouble. With tears in my eyes I now 
fpeak to you : I acknowledge all my errors. 

Belinda, (looking at him) 
Thofc are not tears, Mr. Beverley, (fmiling ) 

Beverley. 
' They are j you, fee that they are, 

Belinda. 
Ah ! you men can command tears. 



Be* 



>, 
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Beverlby. 

My life ! my angel ! (kifes her band) Do you 
forgive me ? . / . 

Belinda. 
No ; I hate you. ( looking f leafed at him ) 

Beverley. 

No3v, I don't believe that, {kljfes her cheek) Do 
you hate nie, Belinda ? 

Belinda. 

How could you let an extravagance of temper get 
the better of you ? You know the fincerity of my 
afFeftion. Oh, Mr. Beverley ! was it not unge- 
nerous ? 

Beverley. 
., It was i I own it ; oa my knees I own it. 

Belinda, {laughing) 

Oh ! proud man ! have I humbled you ? — Since 
you fubmit to my will and pleafure, I think I can for- 
give you. — ^Bcg my pifture back this moment. 

(Jhews it to him ) 

Beverley, {taking the piUure) 

I ihall adore it ever, and heal this breach with 
uninterrupted love. 

Enter 
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Enter Sir John, Lady Restless, Sir William, 
Bla/tdord, Bellmont and Clarissa. . 

Sir John, (laughing) 

Why yes; it is very clear. I can now laugh at 
my own folly, and my wife's too. 

Lady Restless. 
There has been fomething of a miftake, I believe* 

Beverley. 

You fee. Sir John^ what your fulpicions are come 
to. I never was within your doors before this day; 
nor ftiould I, perhaps, have had the honour of fpeak- 
ing to your Lady, had it not been for the millindcr- 
ftanding your mutual jealoufies occafioned be- 
tween Belinda and me. 

Blandford, 

I 

And your Ladyfliip has been ingenious enough 
to work out of thofe whimfical circumftances a 
charge againft my daughter. Ha ! ha ! 

Sir John. 

It is ever her way. Sir. I told you, my dear, thac 
you would make yourfelf very ridiculous. 

Lady Restless. 

I fancy. Sir, you have not been behind hand with 
me. Ha ! ha I ha ! 

Sir William. 

And now, Mr. Blandford, I think we may as well 
let the match go on as we at firft intended. 

Bland- 
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Blandford. 

No, no more of that: you have difpoled of your 
fon. Belinda, I no longer oppofe your inclinations : 
take Mr. Beverley as foon as you will. 

Sir John. 
Now let us fee: if (he agrees to marry him, why 
then, fhe knows he is innocent, and I Ihall be fads-* 
fied. {afide) 

Belinda. 
If you infift upon it. Sin 

Blandford. 
I do infift. ^ 

Lady Restless. 

If Beverley accepts of her, all my fufpicions arc 
at an end. {afide) 

Beverley. 

Thus let me take the bright reward of all my. 
wifhes. {Jake$ her hand) 

Belinda. 

Since it is over, you have ufed yovt au- 
thority. Sir, to make me happy indeed. We have 
both feeh our error, and frankly confcfs that we 
have been in the wrong too. 

. Sir William. 
Why, we have been all in the wrong, I think. -^ 

Sir John. 

It has been a day of miftakes, but of fortunate 
ones, conducing at laft to the advantage of all par- 
ties. My Lady Rcftlcfs will now be taught— — 

Lady 
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Lady Restless. 
Sir John, I hope you will be taught- 



Blandford. 

Never mention what is paft. The wrangfing of 
married people about unlucky queftions that break 
out between them, is like the lafhing of a top : 
it only fcrves to keep it up the longer. 

Sir John. 

Very true : and fince we have been all in the 
WRONG TO-DAY, wc wiU, for thc future, endeavour 

to be ALL IN THE RIgAt. 

t 

Beverley. 

A fair propofal. Sir John : we will make it our 
bufinefs, both you, who are married, and we, who 
are now entering into that ftate, by mutual confi- 
dence to enfure mutual happinefs. 

The God of Love, thinks we profane hi$ fire. 
When trifles hght as air miftrufl infpire. 
But where efteem and genVous paflions fpring. 
There reigns fccure, and waves his purple wing; 
^ Gives home-felt peace; prevents the nuptial ftrife j 
Endears the blifs, and bids it laft for life* - 



FINIS. 
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Written by Mr. Garrick. 

Spoken by Mrs. Yates. 

jDLESS mCy this Jummer work is Jo fatiguing I 
And then our flays Jo buftlingyjo intriguing f 
Such miffingy Jighingjjcoldingy all together ! 
J'heje love affairs Juit b0 with colder weather. 
At this warm tiine theje writers Jhou'd not treat you^ 
With Jo much love^ and pajfion^ — -for they'll heat you: 
Poets y like Weavers yjhould with tajle andreajon^ 
Adapt their various goods to ev^ryjeqfon. 
For the hot months ^ the fanciful^ andjlighti 
For mind, and body y Jomething cool and light : 
Authors themjelves indeed negleSl this rule , 
Drejs warm in Jummer, and at Chrijlmas cool. 
I told our Bard within, thejejive aSi plays. 
Are rich brocades, unjit for Jultry days. 
Were you a cook,Jaid I, wou*dyou prepare. 
Large hams, and roajied Jirloins for yoiir fare ? 
Their veryjmoke would pall a city glutton ; 
A Tragedy would make you all unbutton I 
Both appetites now ajk for daintier picking. 
Farce, pantomime, cold lamb, or white leg'd chicken. 
At Rxmelaghfine rolls and butter fee: 
Signor Tenducci, and the beji green tea ! 
Italian finging is as light as feather ; 
Beard is too loud, too powerful for this weather I 
Vauxhall morejolidly regales your palates -, 
Chatf^paigne, cantata* s, cold boiPd beef, and ballads. 
What ft)all we do your different tajles to hit ? - 
Yau reUJhfatire -, [to the pit] you ragouts of wit \ 

[boxes] 

Your 



3«2 EPILOGUE. 

Ycmrtafte is humour y cndhtgbJeaftnCdjoke^ [i ft gall.] 

You call for bcmpiptSy and for Hearts of Oak! [2d gall.] 

O could I wijb and have ! — A conjuring man ' 

Once told my fortune y — and he charnCd this fan I 

Said with a flirt I might my will enjoy : 

Think you there* s magic in this little toy ? 

ni try its fowW ; andy if I gain my wijby 

ril give youy SirSy a downright Englijh dijh. 

Come then I a fong [mufic is heard] indeed! I fee 

'twill do. 
Take heed gallant Sy Fll play the deuce with you. 
Whenever I pleafey Fll charm you fo my fight ; 
At^ tear a fan with flirting evry night. 

Enter two Ballad Singlrs, who fing the follow- 
ing Song* 

SONG. 

^E Critics above^ and ye Critics beloWy 

Te finer fpun Critics y who keep the mid row, 
O tarry a niomenty Fll fing you a fongy 
Shall prove thaty like usy you are all in the wrong. 

Te PoetSy who mount on the fam^d winged fieedy 
Of prancingy and wincingy and kicking take heed: 
For when by thofe hornets y the Critic s^ youWe ftungy 
TotCre thrown iH the dirty and are' all in the wrong: 

Ye ASlorSy who aEl what thefe writers have writ, 
Prayfiick to your Pcety and fpare your own wit; 
For when with your own you unbridle your tongue, 
Fll hold ten to one you are all in the wrong. 

Te Knaves y who make news for the foolifh to read,, 
Who print daily flanders the hungry to feed: 
For a while you miflead *emy the news hunting throng, 
Till the pillory proves, you are all in the wrong. 

re 
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Te grave PoliticianSyfo deep and Jo wife, ' 

With your bums, and your Jhrugs\ and your uplifted eyes^i 

^he road that you travel^ is tedious and longy 

But I pray you jog on ; you are all in the wrong. 

Te happy fotid hujbands^ and fond happy wives ^ 
Let never fufpicion embitter your lives ; 
Let your prudence he fiout^ and your faith be asjlrong ; 
Who watch, or who catchy they are all in the wrong. 

Te unmarried folks be not bought^ or be fold ^ 
Lei age nvoid youthy and the young ones the old\ 
For they'llfoon get together y the ycung with the youngs 
And then my wife old ones, you're all in the wrong. 

Tefoldiers and Jailor Sy who bravely have fought y 
Who honour and glory y and laurels have bought ; 
Let your foes but appear y you'll be at 'em ding dongy 
And if they, come near youy they're all in the wrong. 

Te judges of tajle to our labours be kindy 

Our errors are manyy pray winky or be blind ; 

Still find your way hither to glad us each nighty 

And our note we will change to you're all in the right. 
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Te, dulcis conjux, te folo in littore fecum, 
Te veniente die, te decedente canebat. 

/ 

Vol. III. B b Virg. 
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/ 

Written and fpoken by Mr, Garrick, 

In the Charafter of a Drunken Poet. 

j4LL^ nil Jhall out ; all that I know and feel ; 

/ will by Heaven to higher powers appeal I 

Behold a Bard I no Author of to-night I 

Noy noy they can't fay thaty with all their fpite : 

Jy^you may frown (looking behind the fcenes) I'm at 
youy great andfmall \ 

Tour Poet y Players y Managers and all! 

^hefe fools within hercyfwear that Pm in liquor : 

My pajjion warms mey makes my utterance thicker : 

I totter too 5 hut that's the gout and pain : 

French wines y and living highy have been my bane. 

From all temptations noWy I wifely feef' me ; 

iVi?r will Ifuffer onefme woman near me. 

And this Ifacrifcey to give you pleafure .• 

For you Pve coined my brains y and here's the treafitre. 

(pulls out a Manufcript) 
Atrcqfure thiSy ofprcft an J delight t 
And all thrown by for this damn' d fluff to-rnight t 
This is a*play would water ev'ry eye ! 
If I but look upon'ty it ?nakes me cry. 
This play would tears from bbcd-ftain'dfoldiers draw£ 
And melt the bowels of hard-hearted law I 
Would fore and aft the fiorm-prooffailor rake^ 
Keep turtle-eating Aldermen awake ! 

B b 2 muld 
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JVould the cold blood of ancient matins thrill y 
And make ev*n pretty younger- tongues lieftilh 
This flay not ev^n Managers would refufe^ 
Had Heav'n but giv'n *em any braw to cbu/e ! 

(puts up his Manufcript) 
2^our Bard to-night y bred in the ancient Jchool^ 
Dejigns and meajures all by critic rule \ 
^Mongli friends it goes no farther — He^s a fooL 
So i)ery claffic^ and Jo very didl^ 
His Defert Ifland is his own dearJkulL 
No foul to make the Playhouje ring, and rattle. 
No trumpet Sy thunder, ranting, ftorms, or battle ! 
But all your fine poetic prittle prattle. 
' The plot is this* — A ladfs caji away ; 
*^ Long before the beginning of the play \^ 
And they are taken by a fijherman, 
The lady and the child — 'tis Bays^s. plan .» 
So on he blunder s^^He' s an Irifhman. 
Tis all alike ; his comic fluff I mean ; 1 

I hate all humour ;.. // gi*ues me thefpleen ; \ 

So damn 'em bothy with all my heart, unfight, unfeen. *J 
But Jhould you ruin him, flill Fm undone : 
Fve trfd all ways to bring my Phoenix on, 

(fhewing his play again) 
Flatter I can with any of their tribe \ 
Can cut andjlajfj 5 indeed I cannot bribe. 
What mujl I do then f-T-Begyou tofubfcribe^ 

* The Way to Keep Him, in three afls, was pre fen ted as the 
after piece on the fame night. 

Be 
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Se kind ye boxes ^ galleries ^ and pit : 
^Tis but a crown a-pisce for all this wit : 
Alljierling wit I to puff myf elf I hate t 
Tou'll ne'er fupply your wants atfuch a rate ! 
*Tis worth your money , I would f corn to wrong ye i 
Tou fmile confent \ I'll fend my hat among ye^ 

(going, hie returns) 
So much beyond all praife your bounties fwell 1 
Not my own tongue^ my gra-ti-tude can telL 
^^ A little flattery fometimes does well'' , 

(daggers off) 



Dramatis Perfonae. 



MEN. 



Ferdinand, Muiband to i *4. tt 

^ ' > Mr. Holland. 

CONSTANTIA, J 

Henrico, Friend to Fer^ lyvyr^ tr, ..T.^,,.^^r. 

' JMr. TLBETWOOD- 

DINAND> J 



WOMEN. 



CoNSTANTIAj 

Sylvia, her Daughter, 



Mrs. Pritchard. 
Mifs Pritchard. 



SCENE, ^ De/erl IJland. 
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THE 



DESERT ISLAND. 



ACT the FIRST. 



^he fcene reprefents a vale in 'the Defert IJland^ furrounded hy 
rocksy caverns^ grottos^ flowering Jhrubs^ exotic trees^ and 
> plants growing luild. On one Jide is a cavern in a rock^ 
over the entrance o^ which appears ^ in large characters ^ an 
Unfinijhed injiription, ConstXntia is difcoveredat work 
at the infcription^ in a romantic habit of Jhins^ leaves^ and 
flowers^: in her hand jhe holds a broken /wordy andflands in 
4i£l to finijh the imperfe£i infcription. 

After a Jkort paufcy Jhe he^ns. 

REST, reft: my arm ; ye weary fincws, reft: : 
Awhile forget your office.' On this rock 
Here fit thee down, and think thyfelf to ftone. 

(Jits down\ 
Would Heav'n 1 could ! {rijes) Ye flirubs, ye nam^?^- 

leis plants, 
That, wildly-gadding, 'midft the rifted rocks 
Wreathe your fantaftic ftloots; ye darkfome trees. 
That fpread yon verdant arch above my head. 
Shadowing this folcmn fcene ; ye mofs-grown caves. 
Romantic grottos,— all ye objeds drear ! 
Tell nrie, in pity tell me, have ye feen. 
Thro' the long feries of revolving time. 
In which you have inclos'd this lonely manlion. 
Say, have ye feen another wretch like me ? 
No, never ! You, in tendereft fympathv, 

B b 4 / Hav 
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Have join'd my plaints : you, at the midnight hour, 
When with uprooted hair I've ftrew*d the earth. 
And caird my hufband gone ; have call'd in vain 
Perfidious Ferdinand ! you, at that hour. 
Have waken'd echo in each vocal cell. 
Till ev'ry grove, and cv'ry green hill round, 
Mourn'd to my griefs refponfive. Well you know 
The ftory of my woes : ev'n yonder marble 
Relenting feels the touch ; receives each trace 
That forms the melancholy tale. — Tho' rude. 
And inexpert my hand'; tho' all uncouth 
The inftrument, yet there behold my work 
Well nigh complete. Let me about it ftraight. 

(Jbe advances toward the rock) 
Ye deep engraven letters, there remain i 
And if in future time refiftlefs fate 
Shall thi*ow fome Briton on this difmal ihore s 
Then fpeak aloud ; to his aftonifli'd fenfe 
Relate my fad, my memorable cafe : 
Alarm his foul, call ou t 

Stop Traveller. 

HERE 

CONSTANTIA, 

WITH HER LITTLE INFANT, 

SYLVIA, 

WAS DESERTED BY HER HUSBAND, 

THE PEariDious 
FERDINAND; 

WHO PRETENDING TO LAND HER 

FOR REFRESHMENT' 

FROM THE DANGERS OF A STORMV SEA, 

BARBAROUSLY XEFT HER 

ON THIS UNHOSPITABLE ISLAND, 

WHERE SHE, ENDED HER DEPLORABLE LIFE." 

FRIEND! 
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i 
f 

FRIEND! 

whoe'er thou art, 

pity my wrongs, 

but against my husband, 

(for love like mine cannot forget 

WHERE ONCE WITH DELIGHT IT FIXED) 
I CHARGE YOU NEVER MEDITATE R < 



Revenge ! — the word Revenge is wanting ftill. 
Ye holy pow'rs ! if with one pitying look 
You'll tieign to view me, grant my earneft piray'r ! 
Let me but finifli this my fad infcription. 
Then let this bufy, this afflifted heart 
Be ftill at once, and beat my breaft no more. 

( fl)e goes on iviib her work ) 

Enter Sylvia, 

Sylvia. 
My deareft mother ! . Oh ! quite out of breath. 

CONSTANTIA. 

What is the matter, child ? 

Sylvia; 

My fluttering heart 

Beats wild with joy. Oh ! fuch an incident ! 

* 

CONSTANTIA. 

What incident, my fweet ? 

Sylvia. 

My little fawn. 

My dear, my lovelieft fa\^, for many days 

Whofc 
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"Whofe lofs I've mourn'd j for whofe dear fake IV* 

left 
No comer of the Ifle unlcarch'd; this moment. 
O'er the dew-fpangled lawn^ with printlefs feet. 
Came bounding to me ; playful frifk'd about 
With incxpreflivc airs of glad furprize. 
With eager figns of tranfport : big round tears 
Stood trembling in his eye, and feem'd to fpeak 
His fond regret ftill mingling with his joy. 

CONSTANTIA. 

And is it that, my love, delights thee fo ? 

Sylvia, 

And can you wonder, Ma*am ? Yes, that delight^ 

me, 
Tranfports me, chariiis me : he's my darling care, 
My dear companion, my fweet little friend. 
That loves me, gambols round me, watches ftill 
With anxious tendernefs my ev'ry motion. 
Pants on my bofom, leaps into my arms, 
And wanders o'er me with a thoufand kifles. 
Before this time, he never once ilray'd from me* 
I thought I loft himj but he's found again ! 
And can you wonder I'm tranfported thus ? 

CONSTANTIA. 

Oh! happy ftate of innocence! how fweet 
Thy joys, Simplicity, e'er yet the mind 
With artificial paffions learns to glow ; 
Ere tafte has ta'en our fenfcs to her fchool. 
Has given each well-bred appetite her lav/s. 
Taught us to feel imaginary blifs, 
Or eife expire in elegance of pain. 

. Sylvia. 
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Sylvia. 

Nay, now, again, you're growing grave : 'tis you 
Give laws to appetite ; forbid each fenfe 
To minifter delight. Your eyes are dimm'd 
"With conftant tears ; the rofes on your check 
Fade like yon violets, when exceflive dews 
Have bent their drooping, melancholy heads. 
Soon they repair their graces ; foon recal 
Their aromatic lives, and fiT|iling yield 
To fighing Zephyr all their balmy fweets. 
To grief you're ftill a prey : ftill wan dcfpair 
Sits withVing at your heart, and ev'ry feature 
Has your direftions to be fi^ed in^wpe. 
Nayi prithee dry thofe tears : you make me fad. 
Will you, at length, forget your cares ? 

CONSTANTIA. 

Forget! 

Oh ! fweet oblivion, thy all healing balm . 
To wretches you refufe ! Can I forget 
Perfidious Fcrdiliand ? His tyrant form 
Is ever prefcnt : the deluding looks. 
Endearing accents, and the foft regards 
With which he led me to yon mofs-clad cave. 
There to repofc awhile. Ch! cruel man ! 
And you, ye confcious wilds, I call you falfe ! 
Accomplices in guilt ! .The Zephyrs bland 
That pant upon each leaf; the melody 
That warbles thro' your groves ; the falling foun- 
tains, 
That at each deep'ning cadence lull the mind. 
Were all fuborn'd againlb me ; all confpir'd 
To wrap me in the filken folds of fleep. 
Sudden I wake : where, where is Ferdinand ? 
1 rave, 1 Ihrieki no Ferdinand replies 5 

Frantic 
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Frantic I rove thro* all your winding glades : 

1 fcek the fhore, no Ferdinand appears ! 

I climb yon craggy fteeps ; I fee the fhip 

Unfurling all her fails ! I call aloud, 

I (lamp, cry out ; deaf as the roaring fea 

He catches ev^ry gale that blows from Heav'n, 

And cleaves his liquid way. 

Sylvia. 

Why will you thus 

Recall your paft afflidtions ? 

C0NSTANTIA4 

Ah ! what then^ 

Thou wretched Conftahce, what wefe then thy feel* 

ings? - 

I rend my trelTes, beat my bread in vain. 
In vain ftretch out thcfe inefFeftual arms ; 
Pierce with my frantic cries the wounded air ; ;f 

Dafh my bare bofom on the flinty rock, 
Then rife again, and ftrain my aching fight. 
To fee the (hip ftill lefs'ning to my view. 
And take the la(t, laft glimpfe, as far, far off^ 
In the horizon's verge (he le(rens ftill. 
Grows a dim fpeck, and mixes with the clouds 
Juft vanilhing, juft loft, — ah ! feen no mbre- 

Sylvia. 

I pr*ythee don't talk fo : my heart dies in me* 
Why won't you ftrive a little to forget 
This melancholy theme ? The twilight grey 
Of mom but faintly ftreaks the eaft ; the ftars 
Still glimmer thro' the whit'ning air ; the grovos 
Are mute ; . yon all-dev^ouring deep lies hufli'd ; 
The tuneful *birds, and the whole brute creation 
Still fink in foft oblivious flumber wrapp'd, 

* For- 
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'Forgetful bf their cares^ All, albl|^^t you 
Know focne repofe : ygp, pafs the»dreary night 
In tears and ccafelefs grief; then-rifing wild 
Anticipate the dawn, and here refunje 
Your dpleful tafk, or elfe afcendtte height 
Of yonder promontory ; there forlorn 
You (it, and^hear the bxawling waves beneath 
Lafh the refounding ftiorej your brimful eye 
Still fix'd on that fad quarter of the heav'ns 
Where my hard father difappear'd. 

Yes, there 

My melancholy loves to dwell ; there loves 
To lit, and pine over its hoard of grief; 
To roll thefe eyes o'er all the fullen main. 
In hopes fome fail may this way fliape its courfe 
With the glad tidings of the human race ! 
Could I behold that dear, that wifh'd for fight. 
Could I but fee fome veftiges of man,„ 
Some markof focial life, ev'n tho' the fhip 
Should Ihun this ifle, and court propitious gales 
Benipath fome happier clime ; yet ftiil the view 
Would chear my foui, and my heart bound with joy 
At that faint profpect of my fellow creatures. 
JSut not for me, fuch tranfport 3 not for me [ 
Dear native land, I now no more mult fee thee, 
Condemn d in c ver -during folitijde to mourn. 
From thy fweet joys, fociety, debarred ! 

Sylvia. 

But to your happinefs what's wanting here ? 
Full many a time I've heard you praife the arts. 
The pclilh'd manners, and gay fcenes of blils 
Which Europe yields : yet ever and anon 
J. from your own difcburfc can gather too 

That 
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That happincfs is all unknown to Europe : 
That envy there can dwell, and difccmtent i 
The fmilc, that wakens at another's woe ; 
The heart, that fickens at another's praifc ; 
The tongue, that carries the malignant tale i 
The little fpirit, that fubverts a friend : 
Fraud, perfidy, ingratitude, and murder. 
Now fure with reafon I prefer thefe fcenes 
Of innocence, tranquility, and joy I 

CONSTANTIA. 

Alas ! my child, 'tis eafy to forego 
Untafted fweets, pleafures you never knew. 

Sylvia. 

Are we not here what you yourfelf have fold mc 
In Europe fovereigns are ? Here we have fix'd 
Our little fylvan reign. The guilelefs race 
Of animals, that roam the lawns and woods. 
Are tradable and willing fub]efts j pay 
Paflive obedience to us i and yon fea 
Becomes our tributary ; hither rolls 
In each hoarfc-mui*m'ring tide his various ftores 
Of daintieft fhcll-fifh. The unbidden earth. 
Of hum^n toil all ignorant, pours forth 
Whatever to the eye, or tafte, can prove 
Rare, exquifire, and good. At onc'e the fpring 
Calls forth its green delights, and fummer's blulh 
Glows on each purple branch. The leafons here 

On the fame tree, with glad furprize. 
Behold each other's gifts arife : 
Spontaneous fruits around us grow ; 
For ever here the Zephyrs blow : 

Shrubs ever flowVing, 

Shades embowering j 

Heavenly 
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Heav'nly fpots. 

Cooling grqts. 

Verdant mountains;, 

Falling fountains I ' 

Pure limpid rills, 
. Adown the hills. 

That wind their way. 
And o*er the meadows play, 
En^mour'd q( th' enchanted ground, 

CONSTANTIA, 

What is this wafte of beauty, all thefc chanxtf 
Of cold, inanimate, unconfcious pature. 
Without the focial fenfe ? 

SvLVIAt 

Thofe beauteous traft$ 
Which you fo much regret, are full of mens 
And men, you know, are animals of prey : 
I'm fure that you yourfelf have told me fo 
A thoufand times, 

Constantsa, 

And if I have, nciy child, 

I told a difmal truth. Oh 1 they are falfe. 

Inexorable, cruel, fell deceivers : 

Their unrelenting hearts no harbour know 

]For honour, truth, humanity, or love, 

SVLVIA, 

Well tlien, in this lone ifle, this dear retreat 
From them at leaft we're free. 

CONSTANTIA. 

Poor ?nnocent ! 

I can't but grieve for her. (hrfis inlo fears} 

Sylvia, 
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Sylvia, 

Why fall afrefh 

Thofc drops of forrow ? Pray you, now give o'er, 

CON-STANTIA, 

My heart will break. I do not grieve, my child, 
I can't conceal my tears ; they will have way. 

Sylvia, 

Nay,' if you love me, fure you will not thus 
Make my heart ake within me ! 

CONSTANTIA, 

No, niy fweet ; 

1 will not weep. All will be well, my love. 
Oh ! mifery ! I can't, I can't contain. 
The black ingratitude ! (weeps) 

Sylvia, 

Say, is there aught 

Sylvia can do, that may afford you comfort? 
If there is, tell me. Shall I fetch my fawn ? 
Dry up your tears, and he is your's this moment. 

^ CONSTANTIA. 

No, Sylvia, no \ 

Sylvia. 

He muft, he fhall be your's. 

Refufe me not. ' Til run and bring him to you. 

[Exit. 

' Con* 
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Cons¥antia. '(alone) 

Alas ! I fear my brain will turn-rthe fun 
lF\ill fikteen times has made his annual courfe^ 
Since here I've dragged a miferable being, 
^he viftim of defpaif j which long e^er now, 
^o phrenzy kindling, muft havie forced me dafll 
My brain in m^dnels on yon flinty rocks, 
AnS end my pangs at once j if the keen inftinft 
Of |lrong maternal love tiad not reftrain'd 
My wild diforder'd foul, and bade me live 
To watch her tender infancy ; to near 
Her blooming years ; with fond delighted cai^e 
To tend each bloffom of her growing mind. 
And fee light gradual dawning on her foul* ' 
And yet tp fee Tier thus, to fee her here. 
Cut offfromev'ry focial blifsj condemn'd> 
Like fome fair flow'r that in a defart Wows^ 
To breath its fweets into the paffing wind. 
And wafte its bloom all unperceit'd away I 
It is enough to break a mother's hearts 
Let me not think on't ; let me fliun that thought. 

(/lis down^ and/tngs) 

I. 

What tko* his guilt my heart hatk torn. 

Yet lovely is his miehi 
His eyes mild-op'ning as the morn. 
Round him each grace is leen. 
But oh ! ye nymphs, your loves ne'er Tet him win. 
For oh 1 deceit and falfehood dwell within. ^ 

II; 

From his red lips his accents ftole. 

Soft as kind vernal fnows ; / 
Melting they came, and in the fouj 

Defire and joy arofe. 
VoL.III. » C c , But 
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But oh ! ye nymphs, ne'er liften to his art, 
For oh ! bafe talfehood rankles in his )ieart* 

ni. 

He left me in jthis lonely ftatei 

He fled, and left me hcre^ 
Another Ariadne's fate. 

To mourn the live-long year. 
He fled ; but oh ! what pains the heart rnuft prayed 
When we reveal the crimes of him we love I 

J^rP^ter, Sylvia* 

SvLyj^. 

I cannot boog hlitt now : in yonder ilreani. 
That through its pc^bbiled cha^ne^ glides along. 
Soft murm'ting to th^ ffa, he ftands to cool 
His beaut^Qus ibrm in the pure limpid rilL 

CONSTANTIA, 

To thee he caufes joy j but jpy to mc 

There's nothing now can bring, l^cft by my huf- 

* band f 

By the falfe, barbarous man ! 

Sylvia. 

And yet this m^. 

This falfe, deceitful man, you ftiU regret. 

1 vo>^ lS¥*'^ '^F^ ^hink, 'nqidft all your grief. 

All your repjoache^^ yqpr cqiTiplafnps, ag^ijift \m,^ 

That fl:ill this falfe, this cruel, fell deceiver. 

Has found, — I know not why — ^within your breaft 

Some tender advocate* to plead. his. caufe. 

Con- 
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CONSTANtlAi 

Ko> Sylvia> noi liiy love istiiriu'd to hatCw 

Then dry your fofrows, and this day begin 
A happier train of years. And lo ! the fun 
iEmerges from the fea: he lifts his orb 
Above the purpled main, and ftreams abroad 
His golden fluid o'er the world* The birds 
Exulting wake their notes ; all things rejoice^ ' 
And hills, and groves, and rock?, and vallies fmile* 
Let me entreat you then forget your cares. 
And (hare the general blifs*- 

(The fun isfeen to rife, at a diflame^ as it were 
vut of the fea) 

CoNSTANtlA. 

Once more all hail, , 

Thou radiant power, who in your bright career, 

Or rifing or defcending, hafl beheld 

My never-ceafing woe ! Again thou climb'fl 

In orient glory, and rccalPft the cares, 

And, toils of man and beafl ! But oh ! in all 

Your flaming courfe, your beams will never ligh 

Upon a wretch fo loft, lb curft as I am. 

Sylvia* 
And yet, my mothe r ■■ 

Constantia. 

Mine are pangs, my child. 
Strokes of adverfity no time can cure. 
No lenient arts can foften or aflTuage. 
But ril not grieve thee, Sylvia ^ Til retlrq 

C c 2 To 
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To fomc fcquefter'd haunt: there, all forlorn, 

ril fkTand wear myfclf away in thought. [Exit, 

Sylvia, (alone) . 

Alas ! how obftinately bent on grief 

Is her whole mind ! the votarift of care ! 

In vain I try to foften her affliftions. 

And with each art beguile her from her woe* . 

I chide, intreat, carefs, yet all in vain. 

And what to me feems ftrange, perverfcj and 

wond'rous. 
The more I ftrive, the more her forrows fwell ; 
Her t^ars the fafter fall, fall down her cheek 
In ftreams fo copious, and fuch bitter anguifli. 
That I myfelf at length, I know not how. 
Catch the loft weaknefs, and o'erpow'r'd with grief. 
Flow ail difTolving in unbidden tears. 
Aflift her Heav'n ! her heart will break at lafl:. 
I tremble at the thought. Til follow ftraight. 
And flill implore, befeech, try ev'ry way 
To reconcile her to herfelf and me. 
But fee, look yonder ! what a fight is there ! 
What can it mean, that huge, enormous mafs. 
That moves upon the bofom of the deep ! 
A floating mountain ! — No: a mountain never 
Could change its place. For fuch a monttrous bulk 
How light it urges on its way ! how quick. 
How rapid in its courfe! What can it be? 
ril to the Ihore, and from the pointed rock 
That juts into the waves, at leifure view 
This wond'rous fight, and what it is explore. 
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ACT the SECOND. 



SCENE, Another view of the IJlandy with an opening 
to the fea between Jcveral hills and rocks ^ 

Enter Sylvia. 

Sylvia. 

STILL I behold it ; ftiU it glides along 
Thro' the tumultuous fea. And lo ! before it 
The waves divide ! and now they clofe again. 
Leaving a traft of angry foam behind. 
It muft be, fure, fome monfler of the deep. 
And fee ! upon its huge broad back it bears 
Expanded wings, that, fpreading to the wind. 
Lie broad incumbent o'er the furge beneath. 
Ah ! fave me, fave me ! what new forms appear !* 
What (hapes of unknown being rife before me ! 
From yon huge monfter's fide they ifliie forth. 
And bolt upon the (hore !• — behold, they ftop. 
And now with eager, difconcerted pace. 
Precipitate ruih forward on the ifle ! 
Now 'mongft the rocks they wind their filent way, 
Proteft me, Heay'n ! defend me ! Ihield me ! — ah ! 
Hide me, ye woods, within your deep recefs ; 
Ne'er may thefe monfters penetrate your haunts ; 
Ne'er trace my footfteps thro' youF darkfome ways. 
Behind the covert of this woodbine bow'r 
Oh ! let me reft conceal'd ! (fac retires) 

C c 3 £;;/^r 
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I 

Enter Ferdinand and Henrico. 

Henrico. 

No trace appears. 

No vcflige here is feen of human kind. 

*Tis drear, 'tis wafte, and unfrequented all. 

And hark ! — ^what noife ! — from yonder toiling deep 

How dreadful founds the pealing roar ! — ^My friend, 

My valued Ferdinand, 'twere beft retire. 

This cannot be the place. 

Ferdinand. 

Oh ! my Henrico, 

This is the fatal fhore. The well- known fcene ; 

Yon bay, yon rocks, yon mountains, from whofc 

brow 
Th' imbow'ring forefl: overhangs the deep; 
Each well-remember'd objeft ftrikes my view, 
Anfwers the image In my mind preferv'd. 
Engraven there by love's recording hand. 
And. never, but with life, to fade from thence, 

Henrico. 

And yet thy love-enfeebled foul may forn^ 
Imaginary tokens of refemblance. 
The foil unbeaten feems by mortal ftep. 

Ferdinand. 

My heart in ev'ry pulfe confirms it to me. 
This is the place, the dreary fpot, where fate 
B^an to weave the tiflue of my woes. 
Oh ! I was cuHt, abhorr'd of Heav'n, or elfe 
I ne'er had trufted the contentious waves. 
But kept my ftore of happinefs ip home. 

Hen- 
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, HeniCico. 

Repine not for ah aftion that aroft 
From filial piety. A father's mandate 
Required obedience from you; 

Ferdinand. 

To his fummons 

I paid a glad attention. Yet, good Heaven! 

Why in that early period of my blifs 

Should then his orders come, to dalh my joys ? 

Oh ! I was' bleft with all that rareft beauty. 

With all that ev'ry Venus of the mind. 

The tender heart, and the enliven'd wit 

Gould pour delightful on the raptur'd fenfe 

Of the young bridegroom, whofe admiring eyes 

Still hung enamour'd on her ev'ry charm. 

And thence drank long infpiring draughts of lort^ 

Unfated ftill, ftill kindling at the view, 

Henrico. 

Indeed, my Fetdinaild, thy fate was hard ! 

FEltDINAND. 

Each foftdefire, each joy refin'd was mine. 
The hours foft glided by, and as they pafs'd 
Scattered new bleflings frdm their balmy wings j - 
They faw our ever-new delight; theyfaw 
A blooming oiFspring croWrt our mutual loves j 
The mother's features, and her ev^ry grace 
In this our daughter exquifitely trac'd. 
But to be torn from that fupreme of blifs ! 
My WifeiX6nftantia,-^and my beateous babe. 
Here to be teft on this untraveird ifie, 
To pine in bitternefs of want ! their bed 
The cold bare earth, while the inclement winds 

C c 4 From 
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From yonder main came howling round their hcads^ 
Until at length the friendly hand of Death ' 
In pity threw his (browd upon their woes« 

Henrico. 
Too furc^ I fear, thcyVe loft, 

Ferdinand, 

Perhaps, my friend. 

Perhaps, when gafping in the pangs of death. 

When ev'ry beauty faded from her cheek. 

And her eye languifli'd motionlefs and dim. 

Perhaps ev'n then, in that fad, difmal hour. 

My name ftiil hover'd on her quiv'ring lips. 

And nought but death could tear mc from her heartt 

Henrico, 
HcJitend'reft thoughts no doubt were fix'd on thee, 

Ferdinand. 

Her tend'reft thoughts ? Oh ! no : her utmoft rage* 
Who knows, Henrico, but fhe deem'd me falfe i 
Deem'd me a vile defertcr from her arms ? 
She did, (he muft: each ftrong appearance join'd 
To mark me guilty. Oh! that thought ftrikes 

deep 
Its fcorpion flings into my very heart. 
Could Ihe but think me fo refin*d in guilt. 
So exquifite a villain, as toxaufe 
A moment's anguifh in that tender breaft. 
Where all the loves, where all the virtues dwelt ^ 
*Twere mifery, 'twere torture in th' extreme ! 
And yet ihe thought me fuch; by Heav'n flie did^ 
Accus'd me of the worft, the blackeft treafon. 
Of treafon to my love ! S^ung with th' idea 
$he roam'd this iflc, and to thefe defert wilds 

Pour'^ 
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Pour'd forth her lamentable tale. Who knows 
But on fome craggy clifF whole nights Ihe fat 
Raving in niadnefs to the moon's pale gleam ^ 
Until at length all kindling into phrenzy, 
Clafping her infant clofer to her breaft. 
With defperation wild from off the rock 
Headlong fhe plunged into the roaring fea. 
And her laft accents murmvr'd faithlefs Ferdinand ! 

Henrico, 

Diftraft not thus your foul with fancied woes. 

She could not think thee faithlefs; thee, whofc 

mind, 
Whofe ev'iy virtue were fo well approved, 

Ferdinand. 

Still will I hope flie did not. Oh ! Ihe knew 

I made that voyage in duty to a father. 

Awhile we Iteer'd a happy courfe, until 

Beneath the burning line, from whence the fun 

In ftraight direftion pours his ardent blaze 

On ev'ry fever'd fenfe, a ftorm arofe, 

Sudden and wild ; as if a war of nature 

Were thundering o'er our heads. Full twenty days 

It drove us headlong on the dafhing furge ' 

Far from our deftin'd way, until at length I 

Jn evil hour we landed on this ifle. 

Sylvia r^tums^ and peeps from behind a hedge. 

Sylvia. 

Mcthought I heard a found, as if they both 
Held mutual con verfe, Yonder lo ! theyftand: 
They do not follow me. What can they be ? 

Fer-^ 
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FeFiDINAND. ' 

There istliefpotjjuft^ where yon aged tree 
Imbrowns the plain beneath, on which the vDlatns^ 
The unrelentingband of pirates, feiz^d me. 
There I receiv'd mjr wound, and there I fought 
Till my.fword ihiver'd in my hand. Worn out^ 
Opprefs'd by numbers, pow'rlefs, and difarm'd. 
They bore me headlong to the beach ; in vain 
Piercing the air with horrid cries ; in vain 
Back towVd the cave, where poor Conftantia flcpt^ 
\Vith her lov'd infant daughter in her arms. 
Straining my ardent eyes ; my eyes alone ! 
For oh ! their cruelty had bound my arms. 
And tears and looks were all I then could ufe« 

Sylvia. 

The voice but indiftrnftly ftfikes my ear. 
Would they would turn this way,* 

FfeRDINAND. 

Fetter'd, ty'd down. 

They dragg'd.me to the veflel. Bore me hence. 

In vain our fhip piirfu'd : in vain gave chace. 

Form'd with detefted fkill, the guilty bark 

In which they plurig'd me, gliding o'er the main, 

Oiutftripp'd their tardy courfe. We fleer'd away 

Far tothc regions of accurfed bondage. 

Far from Conftantia, far from ev'ry joy 

A doating hufband, and delighted father 

Feels in mix'd rapture with his wife and child. 

Oh! I CQuld pour my plaints — but TH not wound 

Thy ear, my friend, with further lamentation. 

Henrico. 

Would Heaven I could remove the caufe. 

Fer- 
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Ferdinand, 

Alas ! 

That cannot be. Thou can'fl^not.b^d r?(;wi;n. 

The irrevocabt^ fliight of .tinji^ ^ rp.C^!^^ 

The moments of our young delight 5 annul 

And render void, what once the hand of /ate 

Hath from it's ftores of woe poy^'d. down. upon, mc 

Sylvia, (half concealed) -. 

Why will they ftand with looks averted thus ? 
J long to fee their countenance and mien. 

Ferdinanp. 

But yet,^ thou bpft of friends, y ft grant rne^this. 
Affift niy fearch ; Oh ! let me roam around 
This fatal fliore ! the ifle's circumference 
Circles a fcanty fpace. We cannot lofe 
Each other here. "Do thou purfue that path 
That leads due eaft:' this* way I'll bend my courfe, 

Henrico. 

By Heav'n there is no tafk of hardihood. 
Of toil, or danger, but I'll try for thee y 
For thee, my friend : to thee I owe my life,. 
And that more precious boon, my liberty: 
Thou haft released me from the galling chain. 
From flav'ry's bitter prefTure. 'Twas thy {ki{I 
That form'd the plan of freedoir?, feiz*d the veflej^ 
And made your friends the partners of your flight. 
For thee I'll roam around : but oh ! I fear 
Qur fearch will prove in vain. 

Ferdinand. 

Too fure it will. , 

And yet it is the d^om of love like mine 

To 
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To dwell for ever on the fad idea 

Of'the dear objeft loft ; to vifit oft 

(A lonely pilgrim) ev'ry well known fcene. 

Each haunted glade, where the lov'd objeft ftray'd i 

To call each circumftance of pafs'd delight 

Back to the foul : in fond excurfions feek 

Her dear lamented form. Then, oh ! my friend. 

Then let me tafte that fad, that penfive comfort. 

Range thro' thefe wilds i afcend'each craggy fteep. 

Try in each grotto, in each gloomy cave 

If haply there remain fomc veftige of Conftantia. 

[Exit, ' 

Henrico. 
On yonder beach we'll meet again. Farewell I 

Sylvia. 

Conceal thee, Sylvia. Ah ! — it comes this way t 
Thtn let me feek the covert of the woods. 
Where nods the browneft horror j there lie fafe 
From the unufual fight of thefe ftrange beings. 

{^Exit^ 

Henrico, folus. 

How cruel is my friend's condition ! Doom'd 

For ever to regret, yet never find 

The objed of his foul. His early love 

He laviih'd all on her : with her it goes 

To the dank grave, and leaves him haplefs here 

To die a lingering death. Yet ftill Til try. 

By ev'ry office friendfhip can perform. 

To heal the wound that preys upon his life. 

[ExiL 
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Scene, Ancther ^Part of the IJland, 
Enter Sylvia, 

Sylvia. 

What have my eyes beheld ? ^ My fluttering heart 

Beats quick in ftrange emotions. From yon grove 

Of tufted trees, I law this namelefs being 

Walk o'er the ruffet heath. It's face appear'd 

Confefs'd to view. It cannot be a man. 

No lines of cruelty deform'd his vifage. 

Were it a man, his untam'd, favage foul. 

Would ftrongly fpeak in each diftorted feature. 

This was all pleafing, amiable, and mild : 

A gentle forrow, bright'ning into fmiles. 

Such as befpoke a calm, yet feeling Ipirit, 

Sat on it's peaceful brow, and o'er it threw 

A gentle gleam of fweetnefs and of pain. 

It cannot be a woman neither i no j 

The drefs accords not with that mode, which oft 

My mother hath defcrib'd. Whate'er it be, 

Attraftion dwells about it ; winning fmiles ; 

Afluafive airs of tendcrnefs and joy. 

I'll feek my mother : Ihe perhaps may know 

Thefe forms, to me unufual. By this row 

Of darkfome pines, my fteps, all unperceiv'd. 

May gain the place where with afliduous hand 

She works, and teaches the rude rocks to tell 

Her mournful elegy. What mean my feet ? 

Why (land they thi/s forgetful of their office ? 

Why heaves th' involuntary ligh ? " And why 

Thus in quick pulfes beats my heart ? My eyes 

A mifty dimnefs covers : in my ears 

Strange mxirmurs found ; my very breath is loft. 

What can it be ? — I know thee. Fear ! — 'tis thou 

That caufeft this ! And yet it can't be fear. 

Fear 



Fear cannot thrill with pleafure thro' the veins ; 
Knows not thi^ dubJbus joyj thefe grateful trenl* 

blings. 
I cannot guefs what tliele emotions mean, 
Nor what this bufy thing my heart would want ! 
Let me feek Ihelter in my mother's arms. [£;?//, 



r » 



Si^eife ihitfigei to tbe firfi View of We T/tand, where 
Co'fijiinfhia^s Infcrlpion is feen. 

^her Ferdinand. 

FtRblNAND. 

No ; never more lliajl thefe fbnd eyes behpid fief* 
Lolt, Iofl:> rfiy poor Conftantia loft ! In vain 
I fearch thefe gloomy woods ; in vain call out 
Her honoured na!mfe to ev'ry hill and dale. 
My eyes are falfe, or on the craggy bafe 
Of yonder rock fome inftrument appears, ^^ 
The mark of human kind. A broken fword ! 
Oh ! all ye heav'nly pow'rs.!*— the very fame } 
This oncfe was mine ! Unfaithful to it^s truft^ 
It fail'd me at mV utmoft need. I fee 
The well known charafters ; the very words 
That form'd it's, motto. 'Tis, it is the fame^ 
Ch ! were Conftantia found ! What do I fee ? 
All o'erwitK haiV* the flinty rock beftrew'd ! ^ 
Thefe were her, decent treffes; thefe in anguifli 
She tore' relentlefs from her beauteous head! 
Up by the roots ftie tore, and fcatter'd wild 
To all the pafling winds. She ftill may live I 
Conftantia ! — Ha ! — what rhyftic charafters 
Are liewn into the rock ? — My name appears ! . 

{he reads) 
Stop 
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Stop Traveller. 

Here 

CONSTAKTIA, 

WITH HER LITTLE INFANT, 

SYLVIA, 

WAS DESERTED BY HER HUSBAND, 
THE PERFIDIOUS 

FERDINAND; 

WHO PRETENDING TO LAND HlR 

FOR .REFRESHMENT 

fROM THE DANGERS OF A STORMY SEA, 

BARBAROUSLT LEFT HER 

ON THIS UNHOSPITABLE ISLAND, 

WHEF.B SHE ENDED HER S^tPLORABLE Lift. 

Support me, Heav'n ! Ah ! no ;. wkhhtrfd your kid. 
Ye unrelenting Pow'rs, and let me thus. 
Each vital Ipark fubfidingrthus expire. 

Qeans again/i tbi rdtlii 

Enter Henrico. 

Henrico. 

What hoa ! my Ferdinand ! this way the fotind 
Struck on my lilfning. ear. What means my firienll 
Thus growing* to the rock^ transformed to ftbne,- 
A breathing; ftatue-, midft thefe fliapcleft piles*^? 

E&RDJNAND, 

Behold ! read therje ! 

HsN-. 
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Henrico^ 

Letters engraved ! 

Ibe reads fart to himjelf^ and then repeats aloud 

SHE ^NDED HER DEPLORABLE LIFE* 

Alas ! my friend — (They ga'ze fpeecbli/s at each othef 
for/ome time, then Ferdinand falls) 

The ftorm of grief o'efpowVs his feeble fpirits. 
Now rouze thy ftrength, my Ferdinand, and bcaf 
This load of forrow like a man. 

Ferdikand. 

I do; 

Thou fee'ft I do. 1 do not weep, my friend* 
Thefe eyes are dry ; their very lourcc is dry; 
I am her cruel hufband to the laft. 

Henrico; 
Oh ! thou wert ever kind and tender to hcts 

Ferdimand. 

Tender and kind ! — look there ! — there (lands ^t 

black. 
The horrid roll of guilt denounced agairift me. 
Lx) ! the dread charafters ! let me perufe 
The whole fad record j of this bitter woe 
Still deeper drink, and gorge me with afflidtion. 

^ {be reads) 

FRIEND! 

whoe'er thou art, 
PJTV Mvr wrongs, 

BUT 
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but against my husband, 
(for Love like mine cannot forget 

WHERE ONCE WITH DELIGHT IT FIXEd) 
I CHARGE YOl^ NEVER MEDITATE RE 



IfeevengCj flie meint to fay : the word's begun ! 
feut Death untimely ftopt her hand. Oh ! mifery I ' 
,§he thought me falfe, and yet could love mc ftill. 
^he wound now pierces deepen Had (he loath'd me^ 
Abhorr'd me> cursM me, 'twere not half the torture 
*rhis angel-goodnefs caufcs. And to lofe her ! 
*ro lofe a nmind like her's, that thus could pour 
Such unexampled tendernefs and love^ 
Amidft the keeneft anguifli ! On the earth 
Meafure thy length, thoti wretch accurft ! .there lic^ 
iFor ever lie^ and to thefe woods and wilds 
Howl out thy griefs in inadnefs and delpair. 

Henrico. 

1 feel, 1 jfeel thy forrows. Oh ! my friend. 
Cruel event ! your tears, alas 1 arejuft. 
Thofe gufhing forfows may aflauge your gri 
This ftora\orrag€ attemp'ring into peace* 

Ferdinand* 

\Vho talks o( peace ? Let phrenz^y feize my brain* 
Come, moon-ftruck Madnefs, with thy glaring eye. 
And clanking chain ; come^ fhoot thy kindling fires 
into my utmoft foul 5 blaft cv'ry pow'r; 
Raze each idea out; tear up at once 
The feat of memory — no— leave me that 1 
Still leave me memory, to pi6ture forth 
Conftantia^s lovely form, that I may fit, 
With unclad fides, upon fome blaft ed heath. 
And gloat upon her image ; fee her ftill, 

Vol- III. Dd See 
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See her whole days with fancy's gufhing eye. 
And gaze on that aJone. 

Henrico. 

Arife, my friend. 

And quit this fatal fhore. 

Ferdinand. 

And quit this fhore ! 

But whither turn ? Ah ! whither fhall I go ? 
Where flielter me from mifery ?— This ifle 
Shall be my journey's bound. 

Henrico. 

c^hat can'ft thou mean ? 

Ferdinand. 

Never again to draw the vital air 

But where my love expired ! To feed my foul. 

With thefe fad objefts, this fepulchral tale, 

Ev'n to the height of yet unheard-of anguilh : 

To print my pious kiflcs on the rockj 

To bathe the ground, which her dear footftep* 

prefs'd. 
With the inceflant tears of burning anguifh ; 
To make thefe wilds all vocal with her name. 
Till this cold lifelefs tongue Ihall move no more; 

Henrico. 
By Heav'n, you muft not ftay. 

Ferdinand. 
Farewell ! farewell ! 
Confult thy happinefs ! — for ever here 
By fate Vm doom'd to ftay. Alas ! Conftantia ! 

To 
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To perifh with thy infant here ! No friend 
To clofe thy ghaftly orbs ! Thy pale remains 
On the bare earth expos'd, without the, tribute 
Of a fond hufbahd's tears o'er thy dead corfe ; 
Without the laft fad obfequies ! Yet here, 
I ftill will raife an empty fepulchre. 
There fhall no cold, unconfcious marble form^ 
In mockery of imitated woe, 
Bend o'er the fahcy'd urn : myfelf will be 
Thd fad, the penfive, mohumental figure, 
Diftilling real anguifh o'er the tomb ; 
Till wafting by degrees I moulder down> 
And fink to filent duft« 

Henrico^ 

What rriaii could do. 
Already you've peifotm'd— ^ 

pERDINANb; 

i?rithe&, ho more. 

I will abbiit it ftreight. This pilace afForas 
Materials for the work. Thither I'll bring 
Whate'er can deck the fcehe. Cohfl:antia, yes J 
1 will appeafe thy difcontentfed fliade. 
Then follow thee to yonder realms of blifSi 

His vehemence of grief be^rs down his reafon# 
He muft not linger here. His ftay were fataL 
Force will be neceflary : to our veffel 
I'll haften back, and call fome trufty friends 
To bear him from this melancholy ihore^ 

End of the SECOND ACT. 

D d a A (p T 
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ACT the THIRD. 

^ejame Scene continues^ 

Enter Sylvia. 

THRO* the thick- woven (hade of arching bowr's. 
Thro' walks, where never fon- beam pierc'd, at 
length 
IVe gain'd this decp-cncircled vale. Ah ! nie ! 
I feel ftrange tremors ftill. She is not here ! 
Gonftantia ! — no reply : — her mournful talk 
Waits for her lingering hand.— What noife is that ? 
I heard fome fteps advancing. 'Tis my fawn 
That ruftles thro' the foreft glade : he ftops 
And looks, then runs, and ftops again, to take 
A fearful gaze ! he too perhaps has feen 
Thefe unknown beings. Yonder lo ! he ftands : 
In mute expreffive wonder.^ I^eav'n protedt me! 
Thro' this clofe path, that gradual winding up 
Leads on to plains, to woods, to verdant lawns 
Embofom'd in the rock. Til journey up. 
The day now glows intenfe, but by the rills. 
That thro' erribow'ring groves come purling down, 
I oft can lay me, and enjoy each breeze 
That plays amid thofe craggy fcenes. A noife 
prom yonder interwoven branches.. Ha ! 
Ye guarding angels, fave me !— fee, fee there J 
It comes again ! 

Enter Henrico. 

Henrico. 

What beauteous form in thefe forelone abodes 
Attrads my wond'ring eyes ? 

Sylvu. 
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Sylvia. 
Ye heav'nly powr's ! [retiring from him^ 

Henrico. 

It fwims before my fight. Whate'er thou art. 
Virgin, or goddefs— oh ! a goddefs fure ! 
Thou goddefs^ of thefe manfions ! for thy looks 
Beam heav'nly radiance, with propitious ears 
Accept my fupplication. 

Sylvia, 

Ha ! it fpeaks ; 

It Ipeaks ! what doft thou mean ? 

Henrico. 

Oh ! fay what place. 

What clime is this ? And what art thou that thus 

Adorn-ft this lone retreat ? 

Sylvia. 

Will you firft 

Promife to come no nearer ? 

Henrico. 

With devotion 

As true as ever pilgrim offered up 

In holy fervor to his faint, I promife. 

Sylvia. 

How gentle it's demeanor ! tell me now 
Who and what art thou ? 

D d 3 Hen^ 
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HjENHICQ. 

I am born tq mjfery ; 
A man, whom fate 

Sylvia, 

A man ! — art thou a man ? 

Defend me Heav'n ! ye guardian powr's proteft me, 

\runingawa>/, 

Henrico. 

Nay, fly me not : a fudden impulfe here 
Bids me purfue. Forgive, thou unknown fair. 
That with foft violence I thus prefume 
To force thee meafure back thy fteps again. 

[be brings her back^ 

Sylvia. 

> 

Force me not thus, inhuman, barb'rous man ! 
What have I faid — Oh ! worthy gen'rous mana^ 
Thus on my knees I beg ; have mercy on me, 
I never did you harm i indeed I did not. 

Henrico. 

A'^ife, {raifes her) thou lovely tenant of theft 

woods. 
And let me thus, thus as befits the man 
Whofe mind runs o'er with rapture and fyrprize* 
Whofe heart throbs wild with mingled doubt and joy. 
Thus let me worlhip this celeftial form. 
This heav'nly brightnefs, to my wond'ring eyes 
That fheds fuch influence, as when an angel 
Breaks thro' a flood of glory to the fight 
Of fome expiring faint, and cheers his foul 
With vifipns of cjifclofing h e^v'n. 
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Sylvia, 

-He kneels! 

He kneels to me ! how mild his e*ery look !• 
How foft each word I-^-can man be tender thus. 
Of gentle mien, compaflionate and kind ? 

Henrico, 

In me thou fee'ft a wretch, whofe heart is prone 
To melt at each idea beauty prints 
On his delighted fenfe ; and fure fuch beauty^ 
Touch'd by the hand of harmony, adorned 
With inexpreffive graces, well may claim 
My lowlieft adoration and my love. 

Sylvia. 

This language all is new ; but ftill it has 
I know not what of charming in't/ that gains 
Upon the lift'ning ear. If tliis be falfhood^ 
Then falfhood can affume a pleafing look. 

Henrico. 

Oh ! if thou art as gracious as thou'rt fair. 

Say have you feen Conftantia J when and where. 

And how did fhe expire ? 

Sylvia. 

Conftantia lives. 

Why did'ft thou fay expire ? My mother lives,^ 

Lives in thef^ blcft abodes. 

Henrico* 

Oh ! gentle Sylvia, 

So I will call thee, daughter of Conftantia, 
Oh ! fly and find her out. Mean time Til feek 
Th' afflided Ferdinand. — -. 

D d 4 SylviAk 
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SyifViA, 

What dofl thou fay ? 

Can he, can Ferdinand be here ? That falfe. 

Perfidious, barb'rou^ manj can he be here ? 

Henrico. 

He is, my fair j nor barbarous norfalfe. 
Fortune that rqade him wretched, could no moro. 
Anon you'll know the whole ; to waftc a moment! 
In conference now, and longer to fufpend 
The meeting of this pair, who now in agony 
Bemoan their lot, were barbarous indetd, 

Sylvia, 
But may I tnift him ? Won't he do her harm ? 

Henrico, 
He won't, my beauteous fair, 

Sylvia, 
Is he like you ? 

Henrico, 
His goodnefs far tranfccnds me, 

Sylvia'. 

Then I think 

ril venture to comply, Let's go together, 

Henrico, 

Oh ! I could tend thy ftep^ for ever ; hear 
Soft accents warbling from thy vermeil lip; 
Watch thy mild- glancing eye ^ behold how grace, 

P 4 ' Wh«. 
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Whatever you do^ which ever way you bends; 

Guides each harmonious movement ; but this hour 

Is friendfhip's due : then let us inftant fly 

Thro' different windings ; thou to feek Conftajitia, 

And I to find her hufband ; haply fo 

Their meeting will be foon. Mean time farewell ! 

ril bring him to this very fpot. Adieu J 

Ji'or a fliort interval adieu^ ^7 love! 

Sylvia, 
Farewell !•— -another word : pray what's your name ? 

Henrico, 
Fair excellence, Henrico I am caird* 

Sylvia. 
pray do not tarry long, Henrico. 

Henrico, 

Why 

That pleafing charge, my fweet ? 

Sylvia. 

I cannot tell ; . 

But as you're leaving me, each flep you move. 

My fpirits fink ; a melancholy gloom 

Parkens the fccne around, and I methink? 

Jlelplefs in folitude am left again. 

To wander all alone a dreary way. 

Henrico. 

Thou angel fweetnefs ! I'll return anon ; 
Yes, J will come, and at that lovely fhrinc 
FQur out iny adoration and my vows. 
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Yes, I will come, to part from thee no more ; 

A moment now farewell ! • [Exif. 

Sylvia, (alone) 

Farewell ! be fure you keep your word : he's gone, 
And yet is with me ftill. Abfent I hear 
And fee him in his abfence : ftill his looka 
Beam with mild dignity, and ftill his voice 
Sounds in my ear delightful. What it means. 
This new-born fenfe, this wonderful emotion, 
Unfelt till now, and mix'd of pain and jay, 
I cannot guefs. How my heart flutters in me ! 
ril not perplex myfelf with vain conjefture. 
Whate'er the caufe, th' efFeft, I feel, is ple^fing- 

[Conjiantia is heard finging within the Jcenei^ 

Ah ! me ! what noife is that ? My mother's voic^ 
Again ftie pours her melancholy forth, 
As fweetly plaintive, as when Philomel, 
Beneath fome poplar ihade, bemoans her young;, 
And fitting penfive on the lonely bough. 
Her eye with forrow dimm'd, Ihe tunes her dirge. 
Warbling the night away, while all around 
The vocal woodland, and each hill and dale 
Ring with her griefs harmonious. Hark ! that way 
It founds. All gracious pow'rs dir^ft me to her. 

\Exit, 

Enter Constantia. 

CONSTANTIA. 

* 

From walk to walk, from glade to glade, o'er all 
The fea-girt ifle, o'er ev'ry mountain's top, 
I roam from place to place ; but oh ! no place 
Affords relief to me. The fun now leads 
The fultry hours, and from his burning ray 
f^Ach living thing rctiies s yet 1 endure 

His 
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His fierceft rage, fhe fever in my mind 
Heeds not external circumftance: each day 
Sees this fad heart frelh bleeding as 4t firft. 
Delay not thus, ye cruel fates, but come 
And wrap me in eternal reft. Till then 
^et me purfue my melancholy talk. 

[works at the infcription^ 

Enter Ferpinanp. 

Ferdinand. 

Away with their ill-tim'd officious care. 

I'll none of it. 'Tis cruelty, not friendfliip : 

'Tis mifery prptra6ted ; 'tis with art. 

Inhuman art to lengthen out the life 

Of him, who groans in torment. No 5 they never 

fhall ' 
Compel me back to a bafe world again ! 
I've liv'd enough : my courfe is ended here ; 
For here Conftantia lies. Ye heavenly pow'rs ! 
What means upon yon confecrated ground 
That vifionary form, with lifted arm 
And gleaming fteel, that feems in aft to carve 
The rugged ilone ? 

CONSTANTIA. 

What is't I hear ! a voice ! 

^ groan ! from whence — ha ! [Seeing Ferdinand, 

Ferdinand. 

'Trs Conftantia's form ! 

Her difcontented fliade, that hovels ftiil 

About this 'place. 

Con- 
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CONSTANEIA* 

Delufivc, air- drawn fhape 

Of that perfidious — ^ah ! [She founts awtrj^ 

Ferdinand. 

Leave me not thus. 

Oh! ever gracious, ever gentle, fayj 

*Tis gone \ in fuU^n filence gone ! 

Enter Henrico. 

« 

Henrico. 

Quick let me find him, to his raptur'd ear 
Give the delightful tididings — ha ! 

Ferdinand. 

And thus t 

I fink at once and follow my belov'd, 

\Palls into Henrico's arms. 

Henrico. 

He faints, he faints; the chilling dews of death 
Diftil thro' every pore. My Ferdinand, 
Awake, arife, and hear the joyful founds 
Of happinefs reftor'd. His eyes unfold 
To feek fair day lights and now clofe again 
As if they ficken'd at the view. 

Ferdinand, 

Forbear, 

And let me die ! 

H£N^ 
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Henhico. 

Conftantia lives 1 flie lives 

Once more tofold thee in her wamt embrace* 

Fe^idinand. 

I faw her fleeting form : fulien «id pale 
It vanilh'd from my fight. 

COKSTARTIA. 

Alas! no help! 

Oh ! death, where art thou ? [coming to ierJelK 

HfiNRiCO. 

"Whence that voice ? ^ 

Conftantia there ! behold ! flie too entranced 
Lies ftretch'd upon the ground. 

Ferdinand. 

Where is Conftantia ? 

Oh ! let me catch the fleeting fliade. 'Tis fhc! 

It is my wife ! it is Conftantia ! ftill. 

Oh ! ecftafy of blifs ? She ftill furvives t 

CONSTANTIA. 

^Tis mere illufion all ; the falfc creation 
Of fomc deceitful dream. 

Ferdinand, 

•Tis real all. 

Again I fold her thus ! the known embrace 
Hath thriird it's wonted tranfport to my heaJt. 
My life, my foul, thy Ferdinand is come. 

Con- 
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• 

CoNSTATjflA. 

And com^ft thou then, inhunnan as thou art, 
Com'ft thou dgairi to wreak thy malice on me ? 

Ferbinand. 

By heav'n I ne'er was falfe. Ddh not my^ joys 
With thy unkind fufpicion of my love,^ 
While thus tranfported far above the lot 
Of human blifs, I prefa my lipsr to thine. 
Inhaling balmy fweets, and all my foul 
Runs o'er with blifs, with wonder and delight; 

CONSTANTIA. 

Did'ft thou not meanly leave me here a prey-- 

And can Conftantia deem me then (b bafe ? 
Can (he believe me fuch a vile betrayer ? 
Can'llthou? 

CoKSTANTiA* 

On this unhofpitable fliore * 
Left as I wa s 

F£kDINANl>.- 

Oh ! mifery ! thou we'rt ! 
While I was dragg'd by an infidious band 
Ofpyrates, favage blood-hounds ! into bondage; 
But witnefs heav'n, witnefs ye midnight* hotirs 
That heard niy ceafelefs grbans^ how dear thy image 
Grew to my very heart I 
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CONSTANTIA. 

'And ha'ft thou then 
Been doom'd to flavery ? 

Ferdinand. 
I have. 

CoN'STANTIA. 

And groan'd 

This long, long time beneath oppreflion's rod ? 

Ferdinand. 

E'er fince thefe eyes have gaz'd delighted on thcc. 
The bitter draught of mifery was mine. 

Constantia, 
Ajid wert thou true indeed ? ^ 

Ferdinand. 
By Heav'h I was. 

COMSTANTIA. 

And have I then accus'd thee ? Have I pour'd 
A thoufand ftrong complaints againft thee ? Called 
High judging Heav'n to witnefs to my wrongs ? 
Told all thefe wilds, thefe rocks, thefe wood crown'cj 

hills 
Of injur'd truth and violated love ? 
Falfely I talk'd, unjuftly I complain'd 
of injur'd truth and violated love; 
My Ferdinand was true ! again *tis giv*n 
With his lov'd form to glad thefe eyes, to rufh 
With eager tranfport to Ms fond enlbrace. 

To 
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To cling around his neck, and growing to hiiri 
Four the warm tears of rapture and of love. 

yi^ embr4iii\ 

£nier SylviA* 

Sylvia; 

1 heard' my niothcr's voice. What do I fee ? 
In a man's arms ! embracing and embrac'd \ 

FjerdinAnij. 

Is that my Sylvia ? Oh ! it muft be To. 
" My child, my child furvives ! furvives to takd 
A raptur'd father's bleffing, and overpay 
His fufF'rings paft by this excefs of joy. 
This interview of mingled tears and kiffes* 

Sylvia. 

How gentle his deportment too ! I feel 

A foft attra6tion bind my foul to his. 

Are thefe the men, whom you fo oft defcrib'd 

Inexorable, cruel, fell deceivers ? 

CONSTANTIA. 

I was deceiv'd nntyfelf, my child ; for trudi. 
Honour, and love, and conftancy are theirs* 
I now have proof of unexampled goodnefs. 

Sylvia. 

Indeed I ftrongly thought you wrong'd 'em much^ . 
When firft Henrico met my wond'ring eyes; 

Ferdinand. 

Henrico is my frieiid, my bed Conftantia, 
And thou hereafter ilialt knbw all his virtues* 

SvLYtA 
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Sylvia. 
And ihall I know him too ? 

Henrico, 

Thou fhalti and I 

Will live thy flave, if thou wilt deign to love me* 

Sylvia. 

Love you ! I know not what you mean by love 5 
But if with pleaflire to behold thee ; if 
To hang upon thy words ; to mourn thy abfence 5 
With joy to meet again, and feel my heart 
Form new defires, and wifli it knows not what. 
If that be love, I do already love you. 

Henrico. 
Then am I blefs'd indeed ! yes, thou fhalt be- 



My friend will fmile confent — yes thou, fair nymph, 
Shalt be my bride. 

Sylvia. 
Your bride ! what's that ? 

Henrico, 
My wife* 

' Sylvia. 

No, Sir, not that. I crave your pardon there* . 
To be left helplefr on a defert ifland ! 

Constantia. 
Thy father did not leave me, Sylvia ; no ; 

Vol. Ill E e He 
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JFIe could not prove deliberately falfe. 
His heart was unfiifceptible of fraud.' 
Anon you'll know it all, 

• • • • 

Henrico* 

Mean time, jiiy fair, 

Banifl) thy fears ; and let me with this kifa 
On the white foftnefs of this lovely hand. 
For ever dedicate my heart, ' 

Sylvia* 

Oh! Heavn's! 

What mufl: I do> Mama I 

CONSTANTIA. 

Requite his love 

With fair return of thine. 

SXI-VIA. 

Mufti do fo? 

The tafk* appears not undelightful ; yes. 

To thee 1 can refign myfelf. But tell roe ; 

Wilt thou ne'er leave me ? Wilt thou ever hcrQ 

Fix thy abode ? 

■ * - 

Henhico. 

No i we'll convey thee hence. 

To the foft influence of a milder clime : 

'Jfhere, like a flow'r tranfplanted, thou fhalt flourifii, 

And ne'er regret this warmer fouthern flcy. 

But thrive and ripen, to the wond'ring world 

Unfolding all thy Tweets to higher blpom, 

Sylvia; 
What place is that ? And whither will ye bear me ? 

Fer- 
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Ferdinand. 
To thy dear iiative foil, to Eiiglandi love, 

SVlvia. 
To England ! 

Henrico. 

Yes ! the land of beauteous dames : 
*Mongft whom thy ndatchlefs excellence fliall fliiric 
With undiminifti'd radiance, and exert 
It's gentle pow'r, by innocence endeaPd, 
By virtue heighten'd, and by niodeft truth 
Attemper'd to fuch fweetriefs, that each fair. 
With unrepining heart, and glad confent 
Shall own thy rival claim ; and ev'ry youthi 
Touch'd by the graces of thy native beauty^ 
Shall join to rtiake thy form the public care. 

Svlvia. 

I caniiotqiiit tnis Ifland; cannot leave 

Thefe woods, thefe laWns, tHefe hills and deepiiing 

valeSi 
Thefe ftreams oft-vilited, each well known haunt. 
Where hand in hand with innocence I've ftray'd^ 
And tailed joys ferene as is the aii*, ^ 
That pants upon yon trembling leaves. 

Ferdinand; 

Such joys 

For thee fhall bloflbm in thy native land. 
And new delights arife. There cultur'd .fields 
Wave with the golden harveft ; commerce pours 
Each delicacy forth ; there ftately domes 
Attract the wond'ring eye ; there citie3 fwarm 
With bufy throngs intenfe, and fmiles around 

E e 2. A fcene 
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A fcene of aftive, cheerful, fbcial life. 
Thither I'll lead thee, fweet. 

Sylvia* 

And yet my heart 

Mifgives me much : does not contention there. 

And civil difcord render life a fcene 

Of care, and toil, and ftruggle ? Docs not war 

From foreign nations oft invade the 1 ind. 

With all his train of mifery and death ? 

Ferdinand. 

Thy lovely fears are groundlefs. Ours the land. 
Where inward peace difFufes fmiles around. 
And fcatters wide her bleflings : there a king, 
(My friend comes later thence, and tells me all) 
There reigns a happy, venerable king, 
Dlfpenfingjuftice and maintaining laws. 
That bind alike his people and himfelf. 
From that fcource liberty, andev'ry claim 
A free-born people boaft, flow equal on. 
And harmonize the (late ; while in the eve 
And calm decline of life our monarch fees 
A foyal grandfon ftill to higher luftre 
Each day expanding j emulous to trace 
His grandfire's fteps, to copy out his aftions j 
And bid the ray of freedom onward ftretch 
I'o ages yet unborn. 

Sylvia. 

And do the people 

Know their own happinefs ? 

Ferdinand. 
1 hey do, my fweet : 

Pleased 
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Pleased they behold their native rights fccur^d ; 
Their commerce guarded, and the ufeful arts. 
That raife, that foften, and embellifh life, 
, All to perfcftion rifing. With a fenfe 
Of their own blefling touch'd, with one confent 
They pour their treafures, and exhauft theh* blood 
In their king's righteous caufe. Fair Albion thus 
Raifes her envied head ; thus ev'ry threat 
Of foreign force, each menace of invafion 
From a vain, vanquifh'd, difappointed foe. 
Like broken billows on her craggy cliffs, 
Shall murmur at her feet in vain. 

Sylvia. 

Methinks 

I long to fee this place. 

Ferdinand. 

My Sylvia, yes. 

Thou -{halt return: propitious gales invite. 

Come, my Conflantia- oh! what mU'd emotions 

Heave in this bofom at the fight of thee ? 

CONSTANTIA. 

My heart runs o'er with exftacy of joy. 
And tears muft fpeak my happinefs. I long 
To utter all my fond, fond thoughts ; to tell 
The flory of my woes, and hear of thine; 
While at each word our hearts fhall melt within us. 
And thrill with grief, with tendernefs, and love. 

Ferdinand. 

The tale fhall ferve us in our future hours 
Of tender intercourfe, to fweeten pain. 
To calm adverfitv, and teach our fouls 

To 
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To bend in love, in gratitude, ind praife 
To the AU-good cm high, who thus befriends 
The caufc or innocence ; who thus rewards 
Our fuffering conftancy j whofe hand, tho' flow,' 
Thus leads to rapture thro' a train of wo^; 
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